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PARNASSUS LITERARY CONTEST 
POETRY 
1st Place — Rochelle Manor "Arranged" 
2nd Place — Dave Rarick "Amen" 
3rd Place — Dewey Miller "Legacy of a Country Road" 
4th Place — Elisa Jessup "Afterwards" 
Honorable Mention — Cami House "Oh, My Father" 
STORY 
"The Last Colonel" 
"Verna" 
"Season of Dreams" 
"Story of the Day" 
DRAWING 
1st Place — Susan Plumb 
2nd Place — Elisa Jessup 
3rd Place — Dave Rarick 
Honorable Mention — Kevin Moritz 
1st Place — — Douglas Hoist "Bag Lady" 
FORWARD 
Col lege  years ,  espec ia l ly  in  a  l ibera l  a r t s  
se t t ing ,  a re  a  t ime  of  endless  d i scovery .  S tudents  may 
beg in  to  unvei l  impress ions  of  God,  of  the  wor ld  in  
which  they  l ive ,  and  of  the i r  inner  se lves .  Many Taylor  
Univers i ty  s tudents  have  cap tured  the i r  moments  o f  
en l igh tenments  and  re f lec t ion  through the  mediums of  
poe t ry ,  shor t  s to ry ,  drama,  and  a r t .  I t  i s  a  co l lec t ion  
of  these  ep iphanies ,  sudden  percept ions ,  mani fes ted  
th rough c rea t ive  means ,  tha t  i s  the  conten t  of  Parnassus  
1985.  
Each January ,  Taylor ' s  Engl i sh  Depar tment  sponsors  
the  Parnassus  L i te ra ry  Contes t .  Ent r ies  a re  judged  by  
Engl i sh  professors  ( th i s  year  Dr .  Wi l l iam Fry ,  Mr .  Ed  
Dinse ,  and  Dr .  Ken Swan.  Taylor  S tudent  Organiza t ion  
provides  pr ize  money which ,  th i s  year ,  was  awarded  to  
those  l i s ted  on  the  prev ious  page .  Many contes t  
submiss ions  a re  then  compi led  in to  the  Parnassus  
l i t e ra ry  journa l .  The  members  o f  the  1985 ed i tor ia l  
s ta f f  a re  Rochel le  Manor ,  Mandy Carpenter ,  Hea ther  
Hal te rman,  Troy  Kidder ,  Dave  Rar ick ,  Shawn Swan,  and  
Tina  Tr i se l .  A g rea t  dea l  of  c red i t  mus t  a l so  go  to  Dr .  
Swan,  advisor ,  and  Rhonda  Gre t i l l a t ,  ind ispensable  
secre ta ry  and  typ is t .  Credi t  a l so  i s  due  to  Doug Hol tz  
fo r  th ree  a r t  drawings  and  to  Scot t  Swan fo r  the  cover  
des ign  and  drawing .  
We hope  you  en joy  Parnassus  1985 and  can  share  wi th  
us  the  joy  of  explora t ion  and  sudden  percept ions  of  God,  
o f  the  wor ld ,  and  of  our  inner  se lves .  













































TABLE OF CONTENTS 
A Morning Praise Jennifer Diller 
Afterwards Elisa Jessup 
Poignant Desire Kerry J. DeVries 
He Kris Walton 
Him Cami House 
Even Closer Doug Hoist 
Amen Dave Rarick 
but . . . Nothin' to do. . .Dewey Miller 
Daisey's Life Susan Plumb 
The Bag Lady Doug Hoist 
A Rich Christmas Kevin Moritz 
The Last Battle Lost . . . .TRM 
Letter to Vincent Doug Hoist 
My Grandfather Rochelle Manor 
Untitled Paul Alford 
Ode to a Vanquished . . . .Paul Alford 
Homemade Stromboli 
The Apple Lome Mook 
Verna Elisa Jessup 
Seasons Janet Lynn Porfilio 
Dear Friend Edwardo Faufto 
Drisdell 
Pouting Rochelle Manor 
Leaf and Bark Lome Mook 
The Illium: "Building the .Laura Lynn Forslund 
Rainbow of Memory" 
Dear Santa 
Majestic Oak 
Bard and Beer 
Story of the Day 
A Loving Parent 
T o  M o m m y  . . . .  
The Last Colonel 
Legacy of a Country Road 
Another Shooting Star 
Time: The Marathon of 
On Dreams and Success 
As Trains Pass By 
T h e  W a k e  U p  . . .  
Metamorphosis . . 
Careful 
Love At First Sight 
Poetry? 
Flung Madly . . . 
























SUDDEN PERCEPTIONS OF GOD 
A MORNING PRAISE 
Dear  God,  I  see  you ' re  having  fun  today .  
Mixing  co lors  in  a  wonder fu l  way.  
F ind ing  t ime to  g ive  a  b i rd  a  song .  
And p lac ing  the  c louds  r igh t  where  they  be long .  
You l augh  as  you  l i f t  the  sun  in  i t s  p lace .  
And as  you  awaken  the  f lowers ,  a  smi le  i s  on  your  face .  
You dance  th rough the  heavens  as  you  c rea te  new l i fe .  
And you  wink  as  your  sof t  wind  b lows  away a l l  s t r i fe .  
You awaken  the  c r icke ts  and  conduct  the i r  sweet  tune .  
And you  tuck  in  bed  l as t  n igh t ' s  b r igh t  moon.  
As  you  p lay  in  the  t a l l  t rees ,  a l l  na ture  can  say ,  
"Oh Lord ,  we see  you ' re  having  fun  today!"  
Jenni fe r  Di l le r  
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Afterwards  
Hal f -baked  bread  
wai t ing  
co ld  in  the  oven .  
A young boy ' s  toys  
untouched— 
le f t  care less ly  sca t te red  
in  unwi l l ing  abandon.  
A L isz t  record ing ,  
never -ending ,  
p lay ing  in  sad ,  sof t ,  s low repe t i t ion  
over ,  and  over ,  and  over .  
Dus ty  whi te  cur ta ins  
sag ,  
and  drooping ,  
hang  mot ion less .  
Deser ted  windows 
echo  the  vacancy  wi th in  whi le  empty  s t ree t s  
lay  qu ie t ly  expec tan t ,  
dar ing  only  to  whisper  an  inqui ry  
l e f t  ca lmly  
cooly  
casua l ly  unanswered .  
E l i sa  Jessup  
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POIGNANT DESIRE 
The  empty  whi te  beckons  to  me,  
Oppor tun i ty  ending .  
My sou l  i s  joyfu l  and  ye t . . . .  b i t t e r sweet  longing ,  
Repose  i s  poss ib le .  
Le t  us  ex tend  and  rece ive  fe l lowship ,  
i f  on ly  for  a  moment .  
Weakness  and  pover ty  b ind  us  as  one .  
The  pages  ga in  fu l f i l lment  
as  her  purpose  i s  rea l ized  in  my sc r ibb les .  
Where  i s  my hear t ' s  des i re?  
I  s tand  wai t ing ,  
cove t ing  the  fu l lness  of  an  ex is tence  rea l ized .  
My God my god  has t  Thou forsaken  me?  
I  know 
tha t  You have  no t .  
I  know 
g l impses  of  joy  which  a re  caught  in  You.  
My sou l  g roans  for  a l l  of  You sh in ing  f lawless ly  f rom my be ing  
as  I  was  c rea ted  to  do .  
I  wi l l  submi t ,  cont inue  to  pass  these  days  of  ea r th ,  
on ly  in  hope  of  explor ing  dea th  of  my se l f ,  
in  hope  of  l i fe  
in  hope  and  knowledge  of  t rue  g lory  i s  His  presence .  
Kerry  J .  DeVries  
9 
HE 
He made  the  c louds  the i r  garments  
The  darkness ,  i t s  swaddl ing  band  
Only  He commands  the  morning  
How very  smal l  I  am!  
He se t  the  ear th ' s  foundat ion  
He measured  f rom sea  to  fa r  sea  
The  corners tones  He gen t ly  p laced  
I  c ry  on  bended  knee .  
He causes  the  dawn to  know i t s  p lace  
The  morning  s ta rs  s ing  His  p ra i se  
The  l igh ten ing  cracks  a t  His  mighty  vo ice  
Humbled ,  my hands ,  I  ra i se .  
I t  i s  He who sends  the  to r ren ts  
The  wind ,  a t  His  whisper ,  obeys .  
His  vo ice  i s  the  loud ,  mighty  thunder  
At  th i s  my hear t  t rembles  in  pra i se .  
Around Him i s  awesome,  majes t ic  
His  hands  spread  the  expanses  of  sky  
Al l  under  heaven  be longs  to  His  name 
He loves  me!  I  have  to  ask  why?  
Do You,  man,  know the  spr ings  of  the  sea?  
Have  You walked  the  unknown deep?  
Have  You seen  the  ga tes  of  the  darkness?  
Do You know where  l igh t  and  dark  s leep?  
Where  i s  the  h id ing  p lace  of  shadows?  
Where  i s  the  s torehouse  of  snow? 
How i s  the  s t rong  wind  d iv ided?  
Where  do  the  seasons  a l l  go?  
Do You g ive  the  eag les  the i r  f reedom? 
I s  i t  Your  vo ice  the  b i rds  l i s ten  to?  
My God,  I  am humbled .  I  bow a t  Your  name.  
My God,  you  a re  Holy  and  t rue .  
Kr is  Wal ton  
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HIM 
"Oh, My Father, if it be possible..." 
His obedience—full of love. 
Oh, my Father, if it be possible... 
So selfish, mine full of me. 









the discord of my desires. 
Fear, 
Like a warring monarch, 
invades the shores of my soul, 
attacking my security 
Holy Spirit of God, 
Be my defender and, 
safe, 





L ike  ch i ldren  p lay ing  in  the  s t ree t  
They  s i t  there  busy  wi th  the i r  games  
But  i t  c reeps  ever  c loser  
The i r  l ives  a re  spent  wi thout  a  goa l  
The i r  rea l i ty  i s  warped  
They  was te  the i r  t ime  down dead  end  s t ree t s  
They  t ry  so  hard  to  save  s ink ing  sh ips  
They  throw cups  of  water  a t  the i r  burn ing  home 
And s t i l l  i t  c reeps  ever  c loser  
Like  ch i ldren  in  the  bodies  of  adul t s  
They  s tumble  on  th i s  foggy n igh t  
The i r  van i ty  seems t rue  to  them 
And t ru th  to  them seems va in  
And i t  c reeps  ever  c loser  
Time i s  running  out  now 
And they ' re  so  despera te  
But  a l l  of  the i r  money i s  spent  
The  par ty  i s  over  
They  can ' t  t a lk  the i r  way ou t  of  i t  
Judgement  Day i s  here  a t  l as t .  
Doug Hois t  


















Aunt Mary's bulletin 
(and choir practice for 
this evening has been 
canceled) 
as 
slumbering saints in reveries taken 
stagger in searing 
shuttered 
light 
let us stand 
lifting our voices to the 
heavens 
singing 
Onward Christian soldiers 
leading as to... 
roast Lamb 
strawberry shortcake 
scotch and soda and... 
Amen. 
Amen. 
with the cross 
of Jesus going on... 
Dave Rarick 
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but .  .  .  
Noth in '  to  do  
But  s ta re  a t  a  naked  bu lb  
No p lace  to  go  
But  to  s leep  
Noth in '  to  p lan  
But  the  res t  of  my l i fe  
Noth ing '  to  read  
But  the  TV Guide  
Noth in '  to  ea t  
But  soggy sa l t ines  
Noth in '  to  dr ink  
But  hard  c i ty  water  
No one  to  love  
But  the  Man above .  
Dewey Mi l l  
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DAISY'S  LIFE 
I f  I  cou ld  choose  f rom f lowers  g rand  
t o  those  tha t  b loom 
wi th  weeds .  
I ' d  choose  to  be  a  da i sy ,  Lord ,  
t ha t ' s  s t rung  wi th  
pea r l  dew beads .  
And  when  the  ho t  sun  bea t s  the  g round  
and  roses  f a l l  apa r t ,  
I ' l l  s i t  and  
wa i t  t i l l  sp r ing  r a ins  come  
And  quench  my t h i r s t ing  hea r t .  
As  f ina l ly  the  sk ies  s tock  up  
and  winds  l e t  loose  
the i r  c ry .  
I ' l l  f ee l  my ch ina  pe ta l s  t ea r ,  
and  wa tch  my l eaves  
f  l y  by .  
The  r a in  sweeps  pas t  me  down the  h i l l  
and  hur r i e s  on  h i s  rounds .  
He  r aces  by  bu t  
sha res  wi th  me  
g rea t  d rops  t o  soak  my g rounds .  
As  t he  wind  whips  o f f  my l eaves  
and  s t r ips  me t o  the  ba re .  
The  r a in  r e s to res  my roo t s  and  
p icks  new c lo thes  
fo r  me  t o  wear .  
Some f lowers  they ' r e  p ro tec ted  
f rom the  s to rms  tha t  come  my way .  
They  have  a  ga rdener  
d ress  the i r  s t ems  wi th  r ibbons  
eve ry  day .  
I  wou ldn ' t  t r ade  my ga rmen t s ,  though ,  
t hey ' r e  t a i lo red  jus t  fo r  me .  
I ' d  r a t h e r  p a s s  u p  r i b b o n s  f o r  
swee t  morn ing  dew 
f rom Thee .  
And  a s  the  sun  beg ins  t o  p ie rce  
and  me l t  t he  ea r ly  ch i l l ,  
I ' d  g l o w  a n d  t h a n k  M y  G a r d e n e r  
fo r  g ran t ing  me  
His  w i l l .  
Susan  P lumb 
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SUDDEN PERCEPTIONS OF THE WORLD 
The Bag Lady 
It hugged the grid, 
It held it tight, 
It hugged the warmth 
On that cold night. 
It kept its bags 
So close to it, 
As it lay there 
And slept a bit. 




But it was not 
Inanimate, 
But long ago 
At life had quit. 
Who forced her to 
Live in the cold? 
Has she no one 
Warm to hold? 
Is she void of 
Hopes and dreams? 
Her life is all 
Too real, it seems. 
She hugs the grid, 
She holds it tight. 
She hugs the warmth. 
On this cold night. 
Doug Hoist 
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A RICH CHRISTMAS 
CHARACTERS 
FATHER,  George  
MOTHER,  Mar i lyn  
JOHN,  Older  son ,  18  
WILLIAM, Younger  son ,  15  




Scene  I  
[ou ts ide  the  house]  
JOHN.  [wi th  presen ts  in  h i s  a rms]  Open the  door  qu ie t ly .  
[Valer ie  begins  to  knock . ]  Don ' t  knock!  [a lmos t  
shout ing]  I t ' s  our  house  anyways .  [She  opens  the  
door  qu ie t ly . ]  Good;  now t ry  not  to  wake  Mom and  
Dad.  [She  s lams  the  door  shu t . ]  Argh!  [ s t i f l ing  
a  scream]  Oooh,  i f  my hands  were  f ree ,  I 'd  h i t  you!  
VALERIE.  But  i [m a  g i r l .  
JOHN.  Jus t  knock  i t  of f ,  fo r  Pe te ' s  sake .  
VALERIE.  [Loudly]  What?  [ John  se t s  h i s  packages  on  the  sofa ,  
whi le  Valer ie  begins  to  quick ly  walk  away.  John  
ca tches  her  and  covers  her  mouth  wi th  h i s  hand . ]  Mmm! 
Mmm! [ John  car r ies  her  to  her  room.]  
JOHN.  I f  you  wake  up  Mom and  Dad now,  i t ' s  your  own problem.  
[Valer ie  qu ie t s  down,  bu t  watches  h im f rom her  doorway,  
un t i l  he  i s  ha l f -way down the .  s t a i r s . ]  [He walks  over  
to  the  sofa ;  looking  a t  h i s  packages]  Wel l ,  I  guess  I  
d id  pre t ty  good ton ight .  S ix  Chr i s tmas  p resen ts !  And I  
on ly  gave  th ree!  P lus  I  won the  door  p r ize .  I ' l l  have  
to  t e l l  Mom and  Dad about  tha t ,  [p icks  i t  up]  I  haven ' t  
even  opened  i t ,  ye t .  I  th ink  I ' l l  save  i t  for  l a te r .  
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Scene  I I  
[pa ren t s  ly ing  awake  i n  bed ,  wi th  l i gh t  on  
FATHER.  Tha t  mus t  be  John  and  Va le r i e .  
MOTHER.  Who e l se  would  be  mak ing  so  much  no i se ,  bes ides  Va le r i e?  
FATHER.  Who e l se  would  bo the r  t ry ing  to  s top  he r ,  bu t  John?  
MOTHER.  I  wonder  how the  pa r ty  wen t .  
FATHER.  I 'm  su re  i t  wen t  okay .  
MOTHER.  I  hope  he  go t  the re  on  t ime ;  he  l e f t  so  l a t e .  And  the  
roads  a re  so  busy  t h i s  t ime  of  yea r ,  wha t  w i th  l a s t -
minu te  Chr i s tmas  shoppers  and  eve ry th ing .  
FATHER.  Don ' t  wor ry ;  I 'm  su re  he  go t  the re  in  p len ty  o f  t ime .  
"Why be  ea r ly?"  I  a lways  say .  I t ' s  a  was te  o f  t ime  to  
s i t  a round  the re  fo r  t en  minu tes  wi th  no th ing  to  do .  
Migh t  a s  we l l  be  a  l i t t l e  l a t e  and  save  some  t ime .  
MOTHER.  Dear . . .  Bu t ,  t he  d r ive r s  a re  so  c razy  now,  d r ink ing  and  
eve ry th ing .  He  may  ge t  hu r t .  
FATHER.  Honey ,  he ' s  back  now.  
MOTHER.  Oh ,  yeah .  I  jus t  wor ry  abou t  h im.  
FATHER.  Wel l ,  don ' t  wor ry .  We ' l l  a l l  be  he re  a t  home 
fo r  Chr i s tmas  and  New Year ' s  . . .  Though  I  d id  wish  
we  cou ld  ge t  ou t  t o  Grandma and  Grandpa ' s  p l ace  th i s  
yea r .  They  r ea l ly  miss  t he i r  g randk ids .  
MOTHER.  And  u s ,  t oo .  
FATHER.  Of  course .  
MOTHER.  Bu t  A t l an ta ' s  so  f a r  away .  
FATHER.  I t ' l l  be  good  exe rc i se .  
MOTHER.  Dr iv ing?  
FATHER.  Good  n igh t ,  dea r .  
MOTHER.  [ hes i t a t e s ]  Good  n igh t .  [ tu rns  l igh t  o f f ]  
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Scene  I I I  
[ups ta i r s ,  ou ts ide  Valer ie ' s  room]  
WILLIAM. [knocking  l igh t ly  and  ca l l ing  sof t ly ]  Valer ie l  
Valer ie  I  
VALERIE.  Wi l l iam? Come in !  
WILLIAM. How was  the  par ty?  
VALERIE.  I t  was  okay .  John  wasn ' t  very  n ice ,  though.  
WILLIAM. What  do  you  mean?  
VALERIE.  Wel l ,  he  wasn ' t  mean ,  I  guess  bu t  . . .  [shyly]  Wel l ,  he  
wouldn ' t  l e t  anyone  e l se  use  the  mis t le toe .  
WILLIAM. [Hold ing  in  a  chuckle]  You mean  s tand  under  i t ?  
VALERIE.  Yes!  He hogged  i t  the  whole  t ime!  . . .  And Mark  Conners  
was  there!  
WILLIAM. Who 's  he?  
VALERIE.  Jus t  a  f r iend  . . . .  
WILLIAM. [acce le ra t ing]  That  you  wanted  to  k i ss ,  huh?  
VALERIE.  Wel l  . . .  But ,  I  f ina l ly  got  John  to  move!  
WILLIAM. How? 
VALERIE.  2  t r ied  to  k iss  h im.  [Af te r  a  pause]  Wel l ,  good  n igh t ,  
[k i sses  h im]  
WILLIAM. Aah . !  Get  away!  [Valer ie  g igg l ing]  
VALERIE.  You guys  a re  a l l  a l ike .  
TOGETHER 
WILLIAM. You g i r l s  a re  a l l  a l ike .  
[Wi l l iam walks  towards  the  door ;  then  s tops]  
WILLIAM. Did  John  ge t  h i s  door -pr ize  ye t?  
VALERIE.  No.  
WILLIAM. Do you  th ink  he  knows?  
VALERIE.  No way!  He th inks  i t ' s  a  regular  door -pr ize!  
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WILLIAM. Ha! What is it, anyway? 
VALERIE. You'll see. 
WILLIAM. Oh well, good night. 
VALERIE. Good night. 
Scene IV 
[late the next morning] 
JOHN. [After sleeping in; coming downstairs to lunch] Mom, guess 
what! Last night at the party, I won the door prize. 
WILLIAM. [Running in from the living room, holding the mail, 
with one opened letter] I won! I won! Mom! John! 
I won the sweepstakes! 
JOHN. [to himself, but overheard] Always has to top me! 
MOTHER. John! That's no way to talk! Besides, I'm sure William 
will give you some. 
WILLIAM? What? 
JOHN. [with a "greedy" tone] Oh yeah? — What did you 
win anyways? 
WILLIAM. [Hesitating, while calming down] I'm not sure yet. 
JOHN. Well, don't get too excited yet; you may have won a tee-
shirt or something! 
WILLIAM. Let me see, let me see. Well, it wasn't the first 
prize anyways. What does this say? The writing's so 
fancy I can't read it. 
TOGETHER 
JOHN. The grand prize. 
MOTHER. Why, that's the grand prize. 
MOTHER. Is this some big state sweepstakes? 
WILLIAM. No .... it's a national sweepstakes. [semi-calmly, 
not fully comprehending his win] Here's the chart, 
[his excitement building; his volume increasing] 
The grand prize ... I get $10,000,000!! ... Cash! 
JOHN. Tax-free! 
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MOTHER. This is unbelievable; are you sure that's not one of 
those "you may have already won" deals? 
WILLIAM. Yeah, look! 
MOTHER. [looking] I've got to call George! [Runs out] 
WILLIAM. So, how do I get it? 
JOHN. It says you have to pick it up yourself; here's 
the address. 
WILLIAM. I better tell Mom! [runs out] 
JOHN. Well, I wonder what my door-prize was. Bah, I'll open it 
later. [a pause] Well, $10,000,000 's not so bad, even for 
my brother to win. Share and share alike, I've 
always said. .. But that means with Valerie, too! 
Looks like I get to break the news to her. 
... Brother! 
Scene V 
[in the midst of a phone call; father can be heard also] 
MOTHER. And it's all cash, tax-free! Valerie runs in. 
FATHER. So, do they deliver it? 
MOTHER. No, we have to pick it up. 
FATHER. Well, saves us a tip for the delivery boy. ...Especially 
with the rate around ten percent now. 
MOTHER. How are we going to get it home? 
FATHER. A suitcase should hold it. 
MOTHER. No, I mean what if we're robbed? 
FATHER. Nonsense! Just don't tell anyone what's in the bag. 
Besides, we've got insurance. 
VALERIE. Do I get some? 
MOTHER. Well, should I go with them? 
FATHER. Nah, you don't need to. 
VALERIE. Do I get some? 
22 
MOTHER.  [ to  Valer ie ]  We ' l l  dec ide  what  to  do  wi th  i t ,  l a te r .  
Scene  VI  
MOTHER.  [ as  George  comes  th rough f ron t  door ]  You ' re  home.  
FATHER.  I  ended  up  having  a  ha l f -day .  Hey!  We can  go  to  
At lan ta  now!  
MOTHER.  Tha t ' s  r igh t !  But  the  d r iv ing . . .  
FATHER.  We can  f ly !  F i r s t  c lass  1 
MOTHER.  Wel l . . .  We be t te r  l e t  Grandma and  Grandpa  know,  and  ge t  
our  t i cke ts .  
Scene  VII  
[ John  and  Wil l iam pushing  a  whee led  su i tcase  down a  c i ty  
s idewalk]  
WILLIAM. How come Mom d idn ' t  come?  
JOHN.  She  sa id  i t ' s  eas ie r  to  worry  for  two people  than  th ree .  
[having  t rouble  wi th  the  su i tcase]  This  th ing ' s  p re t ty  
heavy  to  push .  
WILLIAM. Wel l ,  there ' s  a  lo t  of  mo ,  paper  in  here .  
STRANGER.  [pass ing  by]  Paper !  What ' s  a l l  the  paper  fo r?  
WILLIAM. We ' re  go ing  to  draw a  lo t— [nudged  by  John]  
JOHN.  We ' re  t ak ing  i t  to  be  recyc led .  
STRANGER.  Oh!  Wel l !  I  have  th ree  more  bundles  in  my t runk  here .  
[ I  was  b r ing ing  them to  the  recyc le rs  a t  the  grocery  
s to re ,  bu t  you  two bus inessmen look  l ike  you  could  
use  i t .  
JOHN.  Wel l ,  we  . . .  
STRANGER.  No t rouble  a t  a l l !  [opens  h i s  t runk]  . . .  Here  you  go .  
Can  you  ge t  a l l  tha t?  
JOHN.  Uh. . .  yeah ,  I  th ink  so .  
STRANGER.  I  can  he lp  you  push  i t .  
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JOHN.  No,  no!  We can  ge t  i t .  Thanks .  
WILLIAM. 'Bro ther .  You 'd  th ink  they  could  de l iver  i t  themselves .  
Scene  VII I  
[paren ts  washing  d i shes]  
MOTHER.  Do you  th ink  we should  pu t  i t  in  the  bank?  
FATHER.  Al l  of  i t ?  
MOTHER.  No,  bu t  mos t  of  i t .  
FATHER.  Nah ,  what  good  i s  money i f  you  don ' t  spend  i t ?  How many 
t imes  have  you  heard  of  r i ch  misers  who l ive  poor  l ives  
and  then  d ie  wi thout  ever  spending  the i r  money?  
MOTHER.  But ,  they  leave  i t  to  the i r  k ids .  
FATHER.  So ,  our  k ids  a re  going  to  ge t  i t ,  too ,  bu t  why wai t?  
Bes ides ,  what  about  the i r  k ids?  and  the i r  k ids?  
[Wi l l iam en te rs ]  I f  you  spread  i t  out  too  fa r ,  i t ' s  no  
good to  anyone!  
WILLIAM. What ,  j e l ly?  
MOTHER & FATHER.  What?  
WILLIAM. Je l ly !  
FATHER.  No,  the  money!  
WILLIAM. My money?  I  thought  you  sa id  someth ing  about  spreading  
i t  ou t .  
FATHER.  No,  I  sa id  we ' re  no t  go ing  to  spread  i t  ou t .  
WILLIAM. Good.  
FATHER.  Yep ,  we ' re  go ing  to  keep  i t  in  the  fami ly .  
WILLIAM. What?  I  thought  you  meant  
FATHER.  Yeah ,  we ' re  go ing  to  keep  our  money  ourse lves .  
WILLIAM. [wi th  a  look  of  d i sgus t  which  no  one  no t ices ;  a f te r  a  
pause  wi th  a  low voice]  I 'm going  to  make  a  peanut -
bu t te r  and  j e l ly  sandwich  . . .  wi th  lo t s  of  j e l ly .  
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Scene  IX 
[Grandparen ts '  house ;  bo th  a round the  phone]  
[phone  r ings  (aga in) ]  
GRANDFATHER.  [p ick ing  up  phone;  a  shor t  pause]  Yes ,  we ' l l  pay  
fo r  the  ca l l .  [pause]  Hel lo?  Hi !  George!  
Mar i lyn!  Good to  hear  f rom you .  [a  long  pause]  
GRANDMOTHER.  You ' re  k idd ing!  [a  shor t  pause]  $10 ,000 ,0001!  
GRANDFATHER.  They ' re  k idd ing .  [a  pause]  Okay;  we ' l l  be l ieve  i t  
i f  you  make  i t  here  for  Chr i s tmas .  
Scene  X 
[a  few days  l a te r ;  a l l  wi th  l igh t  luggage  about  to  leave  
the  house]  
JOHN.  [ to  Wil l iam]  I  wonder  what  we ' l l  ge t  f rom Grandma and  
Grandpa .  
WILLIAM. I t ' l l  seem l ike  noth ing  now,  whatever  i t  i s .  
VALERIE.  [nudging  Wi l l iam;  whisper ing]  Tha t ' s  what  I 'm a f ra id  
h i s  door -pr ize  wi l l  seem l ike .  
WILLIAM. [whisper ing  back]  What  i s  i t ?  
JOHN.  [hear ing  only  the  word  "door -pr ize"]  My door -pr ize!  I  
forgot  to  open  i t .  I  might  as  wel l  before  I  l eave .  
[ runs  ups ta i r s  and  comes  back  down wi th  the  package .  
Here  i t  i s !  [Opens  i t ;  a  box  s tu f fed  wi th  newspapers ;  he  
pu l l s  them out ]  I t ' s  those  ice-ska tes  I  wanted l  
WILLIAM. I  guess  we could  ge t  a  bunch  of  those  now.  
JOHN.  Hey ,  here ' s  a  card .  [as  he  opens  the  card]  How d id  they  
know I  wanted  ska tes?  I  don ' t  even  know i f  they ' re  the  
r igh t  s ize .  [ reads  the  card]  "Surpr i se !  This  i sn ' t  a  
door -pr ize!  I t ' s  your  Chr i s tmas  presen t !  [ looks  
surpr i sed]  Love  Valer ie !"  [ s ta r t s  to  ge t  up]  Hey,  you  
go t  th i s  for  me before  Wi l l iam won a l l  the  money,  d idn ' t  
you?  
VALERIE.  Yeah .  
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JOHN.  Tha t ' s  r igh t .  So ,  she  must  have  had  to  save  up  a l l  her  
own money .  
FATHER.  There ' s  a  lesson  tha t  could  be  l ea rned  here  . . .  
VALERIE.  Wel l ,  i t  wasn ' t  on ly  f rom me.  Some of  you  o ther  f r iends  
a t  school  he lped  pay  for  i t ,  and  we pu l led  a  few s t r ings  
to  make  sure  you  won the  door -pr ize .  
FATHER & JOHN.  Oh!  
FATHER.  Wel l ,  l e t ' s  go .  We 've  go t  grandparen ts  to  see  . . .  
WILLIAM. . . . and  money to  spend!  
JOHN.  Right !  
VALERIE & MOTHER.  'Bro ther .  [cur ta in  begins  c los ing]  
[as  cur ta in  c loses . . . . ]  
JOHN.  [ to  Wil l iam]  How much do  you  th ink  we ought  to  spend  on  
Grandma and  Grandpa ' s  p resen t  th i s  year?  Thi r ty  do l la rs?  
WILLIAM. Twenty- f ive?  
JOHN.  Hey,  why don ' t  we go  toge ther?  We could  save  some money.  
WILLIAM. Yeah!  . . .  Shoot !  We ' re  go ing  too  miss  tha t  sa le !  
[cur ta in  i s  c losed . ]  
JOHN.  The  one  a t  K-Mar t?  
WILLIAM. The  b lue- l igh t  spec ia l . . .  
THE END 
Kevin  Mor i tz  
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The Las t  Ba t t le  Los t  
The  smoke  has  c leared  
and  the  cannons  have  ceased .  
The  Reaper  has  won,  so  now 
the  hear t  wi l l  be  a t  peace .  
The  Genera l  i s  gone;  
He ' s  f ina l ly  los t  the  war .  
One  too  many ba t t l es  los t ,  
now h i s  hear t  wi l l  t ea r  no  more .  
To  t ake  the  Queen  
was  h i s  conquer ing  demand.  
But  h i s  forces  weren ' t  s t rong  enough 
for  h im to  ga in  her  mind .  
So  to  Li fe  the  Genera l  
bowed an  unwelcome sur render .  
Her  fo rces  turned  h im back;  and  so  
in  tu rn ,  he  tu rned  h i s  own L i fe  and  a l l  i t ' s  sp lendor .  
Hades  now i s  h i s  new abode ,  
fo r  he  chose  to  d ie  by  h i s  b lade .  
But  before  he  pu t  the  s tee l  in to  h i s  s ide  
I  saw a  t ea r  come to  h i s  eyes  and  her  name c ross  h i s  
l ips  and  then  h i s  dream come to  a  fade .  
TRM 
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Let te r  to  Vincent  
Ai l  the  pa in t  i s  dry  now.  
And each  work  has  been  f ramed,  
You can  res t  in  peace ,  Vincent ,  
At  l a s t  they  know your  name.  
The  books  I ' ve  read  a re  many,  
Your  pa in t ings  now a re  so ld ,  
You spent  a l l  your  years  poor ,  Vincent ,  
Alone  and  in  the  co ld .  
Your  dea th  was  such  a  t rag ic  one ,  
Your  mind  p layed  t r i cks  on  you ,  
Had you  made  Ar t  your  god ,  Vincent ,  
When you  were  fee l ing  b lue?  
A s tone  remains  in  Hol land ,  
Yel low f lowers  a re  p laced  there ,  
I ' d  l ike  to  thank  you  now,  Vincent ,  
For  men l ike  you  a re  ra re .  
Doug Hois t  
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My Grandfa ther  
One  the  founder  of  my f a i th  
the  one  who to ld  me 
the  s to r ies  
the  one  who handed  me 
the  answers  
on  a  s i lver  p la t te r  
wi thout  t e l l ing  me 
the  ques t ion .  
Rushing  to  the  church  for  worsh ip  
Sunday  School  
a t tendence  ra l l i es  
board  meet ings  
Bib le  School  
to  the  hosp i ta l  to  v i s i t  
Elmer ' s  th i rd  cous in  
and  Mr .  Haney ' s  s i s te r - in - law 
and  back  to  church  for  Sunday  School  par t ies  
choi r  p rac t ice  
Board  of  Trus tees  meet ings  
can ta ta  rehearsa l  
I  can  s t i l l  rec i te  the  s to r ies  
and  par ro t  the  s i lver  answers  
But  now I  ask  the  ques t ions  
"Grandpa ,  I t ' s  my b i r thday  
Can you  p lease  come?— 
Bui ld ing  pro jec t  fund  ra i se r?  I  
unders tand ."  
" I 'm sor ry ,  too ,  Grandfa ther"  
bu t  the  ac t s—for  you  so  holy  
a re  for  me so  hol low.  
Rochel le  Manor  
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Untitled 
I wish I was 
as blue as slightly faded jeans 
so people would stop asking 
"How are you?" 
Ode to a Vanquished Homemade Stromboli 
Mozzarella cheese 
dripping over 





A deep belch 





Green—a pale green; innocent hue 
Red—scarlet seen in misty Octobers, 
Seen not bright enough in Junes to attract the 
Butterfly in flight who once a worm was 
When green. 
Grub—the stylish dub given it seems to no other 
Rot—Mammy Nature's flub that kills 
Granny Smith's appeal to teachers; 
When it once again could touch wood— 
The grub. 
Good—a fruit from wood; benevolent giver 
Right—does what it should; look pretty, 
Pleasant, palatable in an orchard ordered 





Her  name was  Verna  and  she  was  more  l ike  a  Verna  than  most  of  
us  in  our  n ine  long  years  had  ever  known.  S ince  she  was  such  a  
Verna ,  we never  rea l ly  fe l t  bad  about  the  th ings  we d id  to  her—or  
a t  l eas t  no t  un t i l  the  very  end ,  anyway.  
She  d id  every th ing  you 'd  expec t  of  someone  ca l led  Verna—she  
never  answered  when the  teacher  ca l led ,  never  looked  up  when 
spoken  to ,  and  hard ly  ever  laughed—even a t  the  very  funnies t  
jokes .  She  was  the  one  in  k indergar ten  who had  ea ten  the  pas te  
one  day  and  wet  her  pan ts  th ree  t imes  in  a  row a f te rwards .  Now we 
were  in  the  four th  grade ,  and  she  s t i l l  came to  school  wi th  her  
shoe laces  un t ied  and  walked  wi th  the  same,  smal l ,  shuf f l ing  baby  
s teps  tha t  made  us  k ids  sn icker  and  the  teacher  grow more  and  more  
and  more  impat ien t  wi th  her .  Lots  of  t imes  we 'd  ca tch  her  p ick ing  
her  nose—she 'd  jus t  s i t  there ,  r igh t  dur ing  the  middle  of  math ,  
s ta r ing  out  in to  space  and  p ick ing  her  nose .  As  i f  she  were  on  
d i sp lay  or  someth ing .  I t  was  incred ib le .  Bes ides  tha t ,  her  socks  
never  s tayed  up ,  her  d resses  were  shor t ,  r ipped ,  and  d i r ty ,  and  
rumor  had  i t  tha t  she  hadn ' t  changed  her  underwear  s ince  l as t  
Chr i s tmas .  Her  ha i r  hard ly  ever  go t  washed ,  and  nobody ever  l iked  
to  have  to  s i t  next  to  her  because  she  gave  of f  the  most  awful  
smel l .  We never  could  dec ide  exac t ly  what  the  smel l  reminded  us  
o f ,  bu t  i t  was  def in i te ly  agreed  tha t  Verna ' s  smel l  had  to  be  one  
of  the  very  wors t  smel l s  tha t  ever  in  the  whole  wor ld  ex is ted .  
So  i t  was  on ly  na tura l  tha t  whi le  we were  repe l led  by  her ,  
Verna  a l so  fasc ina ted  us .  She  was  so  comple te ly  d i f fe ren t  f rom 
the  res t  of  us—so awful ly  d i sgus t ing  and  ye t  so  t e r r ib ly  
in te res t ing .  The  rea l ly  mys te r ious  th ing  about  Verna  was  tha t  she  
never  reac ted .  Not  a t  a l l .  Not  to  anyth ing .  Noth ing  ever  seemed 
to  bug her—she 'd  a lways  jus t  keep  r igh t  on  gaz ing  through those  
g lassy-b lank  eyes  of  hers .  And tha t ' s  what  bo thered  us  so  much.  
I t  wasn ' t  na tura l  and  we d idn ' t  l ike  i t  and  so  there  was  a  s i l en t ,  
unspoken  reso lve  among us  to  change  th ings .  And to  chnage  them 
before  our  four th  grade  year  was  over .  
I t  was  Sara  who came up  wi th  the  f i r s t  idea .  Sara  was  the  
smar tes t  one  in  our  whole  c lass  and  was  espec ia l ly  smar t  in  
words—espec ia l ly  the  rea l ly  b ig  ones .  She  sa id  we should  make  a  
card  to  put  ins ide  Verna ' s  desk  tha t  would  say  'VERNA FEELS AT 
HOME WIITH THE VERMIN OF THE WORLD. '  And then  a long  wi th  the  
card ,  we 'd  f i l l  Verna ' s  desk  wi th  as  many bugs  and  worms and  o ther  
c reepy  c rawly  th ings  as  we could  f ind .  I t  was  a  good idea  and  we 
a l l  knew i t  would  work .  When Tom po in ted  ou t  tha t  Verna ' s  desk  
was  probably  a l ready  f i l l ed  wi th  vermin ,  we a l l  dec ided  tha t  we 'd  
s t i l l  be t te r  go  ou t  and  f ind  some vermin  on  our  own—jus t  to  make  
sure ,  of  course .  
And so  we each  went  home and  searched  and  hunted  and  
co l lec ted  a l l  a f te rnoon,  and  the  next  morning  when we go t  to  
school  we ran  r igh t  away in to  c lass  and  dumped i t  a l l  out  in to  
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Verna's desk. It was really something seeing all that vermin 
clumped together and the live ones still managing to wriggle 
around a little bit. By the time we put them all together in 
there, we must've had every kind of vermin there ever was—we had 
spiders, grasshoppers, caterpillars, angleworms, beetle-bugs and 
even three huge fat bloodsuckers that looked the most vermin-like 
of them all. Paul brought a dead frog. And at first we weren't 
going to use it, because anybody who is anybody knows a frog is to 
big to be a vermin. Paul said that of course he'd known about a 
frog not being a vermin, but after all, he said, it was dead, and 
dead things were surely something Verna would feel very much at 
home with. So in the end we stuck the dead frog on the very top 
of the pile, belly-side up and with the card stuck to its chest 
with a tack. 
Lucky for us, we had just finished getting the desk lid 
closed when the teacher walked in and class started. Verna was 
late, but we didn't get upset because Verna was always late. We 
had a big discussion about it one time and decided it was probably 
because she still didn't know how to tell time—something the rest 
of us had learned way back in first grade. So anyway, we weren't 
too worried, and sure enough, in came Verna right as we were all 
standing up to say the pledge of allegiance. We all stared at her 
as she came in even though we knew perfectly well that you're 
supposed to be looking at the flag when you're saying something 
patriotic. 
It was okay that all of us were staring at her because we 
knew that Verna would never notice. And she didn't. Verna never 
noticed anything. 
When she finally got over there and lifted the lid to put her 
spelling book inside, we all felt like holding our breath, but we 
couldn't because we were still stuck saying the pledge. So all we 
could do was try to stare even harder and wait to see what would 
happen. 
In the end, nothing did. Verna just stood there for a few 
seconds like a dummy, gazing at the card and the vermin pile like 
she didn't hardly even see it at all. And then all she did was 
to very calmly use her spelling book to push the vermin pile to 
the back corner and close the lid and sit down with the rest of us 
because the pledge was finally over. 
And that was it. That was all. She hadn't screamed or acted 
scared or even been surprised. She had just stood and done 
nothing. NOTHING. 
Sara said it was probably because we'd been right all 
along—Verna actually did feel at home with the vermin of the 
world. And even though we all agreed that this was probably the 
case, somehow it just didn't seem good enough in the end. We 
still hadn't seen Verna react. All that hard work and she still 
hadn't reacted. We had to see her react—that was the whole 
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idea—the whole purpose. So the planning started again—and this 
time with even more determination than before. 
Everything was all set by the time we got to school the next 
day. We thought recess would never come, but finally, finally it 
did. we raced out to the playground. Jimmy waited until we'd 
hidden ourselves in the scruffy bushes that grew behind the monkey 
bars. It was kind of an uncomfortable hiding place but that was 
okay with us. We knew it'd be worth it. 
We watched Jimmy head over to the shaded spot right next to 
the school where Verna usually sat during recess. He squatted 
next to her—he was asking her if she'd like some help learning 
how to climb rope. See, Verna had this thing with climbing 
ropes—she just couldn't do it. Whenever the gym teacher made her 
try to do it, she'd jump up and hold on to the rope with her hands 
and feet and only end up getting about two feet off the floor the 
whole time. So anyway, it must've really taken lots of 
persuading, because Jimmy had to stand there right next to her for 
the longest time. But we knew he had somehow managed when we saw 
Verna slowly getting up and shuffling after him over to the monkey 
bars. 
Jimmy jumped up, grabbed a rung, and began easily propelling 
himself on down the row. 
"See, Verna?" he was demonstrating, "It's like this. All you 
have to do is just keep moving your hands—see?" He stopped after 
two or three more rungs, dropping lightly to the ground. "Once 
you get the hang of this," he confided earnestly, "those old 
jungle ropes'11 be simple as pie. I guarantee it," he said, 
smiling and nodding his head energetically for extra effect. 
We giggled nervously from behind the bushes. We could see 
Verna standing there for a whole long minute before she slowly 
started climbing the rungs on the side. She stopped again at the 
top, looking a little suspiciously at the first rung in front of 
her. 
Now we watched more closely than ever, because actually the 
first "rung" wasn't really a rung at all, but just an old stick 
laid out across the top. 
"It's okay," Jimmy was saying, "it'll hold you—it held me 
just now, remember?" 
We giggled again. We knew perfectly well that Jimmy had 
skipped the first rung when he was showing Verna how to do it. 
But Verna didn't know it—she hadn't been watching closely. We 
knew she wouldn't. She had probably never watched anything 
closely in her life. So she also wouldn't have seen that the 
stick had a tiny crack in it, cut very carefully right around the 
middle. 
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Verna's hands closed into fists around the stick and her feet 
slid off the rung she had been standing on. And then she just 
sort of dangled there for one long, silent second before CRACK 
went the branch and she went tumbling down ito the mud. 
Victorious and triumphant, we poured out from behind the 
bushes, yelling, screaming, laughing hysterically and pointing 
outstretched fingers at the dirty heap still huddled on the 
ground. We must have been so caught up in the tremendous fun of 
it all that we hardly even noticed when Verna quietly got up, 
brushed herself off a bit, and slowly shuffled back to her shady 
spot against the brick wall. 
It was only later the next day, when we were giggling over it 
for about the tenth time that it struck us that Verna hadn't 
really reacted at all. She hadn't cried, or gotten mad, or 
demanded an apology, or anything. Nothing. STILL nothing. It 
was incredible. How dare she not respond after all of this? Who 
did she think she was, anyway? 
And so right away after we got done being mad there were more 
plans and more ideas and of course more and more discussions. So 
it was really surprising that when it finally did happen, late in 
the afternoon of the next day, we weren't really expecting it at 
all. We certainly hadn't planned it or anything. It just sort of 
happened and that was all there was to it. We really hadn't seen 
it coming. Truly, we hadn't. 
See, it was the last hour before school let out and we were 
all right in the middle of doing art. This time we were supposed 
to be drawing pictures of what we thought we'd look like in ten or 
fifteen years and it was really pretty much fun. Jimmy was making 
one of a fireman in a big yellow hat with a long rubber hose and 
Sara's was of a secretary in high heels standing next to a 
typewriter. We had lots of different ones—teachers, 
veterinarians, lawyers, doctors, a chef, an auto mechanic, and 
even a lumber jack. 
We all looked up when the school nurse poked her head in and 
asked for Verna. We looked at each other and nodded as Verna got 
up and shuffled past us. We knew all about Verna and the nurse's 
office—she got called down there all the time. Sara's mother had 
told her about something called ringworm one time, and when Sara 
told us, we decided that that must be what Verna had. Verna would 
be exactly the sort of person that would get something as 
disgusting and awful as ringworm. 
After Verna left, it was Paul who got up out of his seat and 
went over to Vern'a desk. We really weren't supposed to get up 
and walk around during art, but it was okay this time because the 
teacher was down in the office on some important long-distance 
phone call. 
Paul looked at Verna's picture. Then he bent over it and 
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rea l ly  s ta red  c lose  a t  i t .  "Hey,"  he  sa id  to  the  res t  of  us ,  
"C 'n ie re . "  And so  then  a l l  the  res t  of  us  go t  ou t  of  our  sea t s  and  
c rowded a round Verna ' s  desk  to  look  a t  i t .  At  f i r s t ,  i t  rea l ly  
d id  look  l ike  a  pre t ty  n ice  p ic ture .  I t  was  of  a  very  pre t ty  lady  
ly ing  on  a  sofa  and  read ing  a  book.  The  woman had  beaut i fu l  long  
b londe  ha i r  and  a  pre t ty  green  dress  and  there  was  a  smal l  l i t t l e  
dog wi th  a  b r igh t  red  r ibbon  t i ed  around i t s  neck  tha t  was  
s leep ing  cur led  up  a t  her  fee t .  
"This  i s  dumb,"  Paul  sa id .  "This  i s  rea l ly  dumb."  
"Yeah ,"  sa id  J immy,  "only  lazy  bums l i e  around l ike  tha t  and  
do  no th ing ."  
"And p lus , "  Sara  sa id ,  " i t  doesn ' t  even  look  l ike  
Verna—Verna  doesn ' t  look  anyth ing  l ike  th i s  lady ."  
"We could  make  her  look  l ike  Verna ,"  somebody sugges ted .  
"Yeah ,"  sa id  Paul ,  "We can  make  i t  look  l ike  what  i t  should  
look  l ike .  "  
He drew dark  spots  on  the  l ady ' s  green  dress  to  show how 
Verna ' s  c lo thes  would  probably  s t i l l  be  d i r ty  even  when she  was  
a l l  grown up .  Somebody to ld  h im to  change  the  lady ' s  s l ippers  to  
the  o ld  b lue  sneakers  Verna  a lways  wore  and  somebody e l se  sa id  to  
make  the  book be  one  of  those  Dick  and  Jane  th ings  tha t  we had  in  
f i r s t  grade .  Pre t ty  soon  we dec ided  tha t  Verna  probably  looked  
even  more  l ike  the  s leep ing  dog  than  she  d id  l ike  the  lady ,  and  we 
rea l ly  s ta r ted  laughing  when J immy drew a  b ig  fa t  b lack  mous tache  
r igh t  under  the  l ady ' s  nose .  
We mus t  have  rea l ly  been  laughing  pre t ty  hard  over  how s i l ly  
we had  made  the  p ic ture  look ,  because  we d idn ' t  even  rea l ize  when 
Verna  go t  back  f rom the  nurse ' s  o f f ice .  
And then  a l l  of  a  sudden  we heard  a  loud  "Stop  i t ! "  and  we 
tu rned  around and  there  was  Verna  r igh t  in  back  of  us .  We hadn ' t  
even  seen  her  coming  or  heard  her  or  anyth ing  and  then  a l l  of  a  
sudden  there  she  was .  We jus t  s tood  there .  We looked  a t  her  and  
d idn ' t  say  a  word .  We d idn ' t  know what  to  do  so  we jus t  s tood  
there  and  looked  a t  her .  
This  t ime  Verna  was  looking  back  a t  us—rea l ly  looking  a t  us .  
And looking  a t  us  so  hard  we could  hard ly  s tand  i t .  She  s ta r ted  
in  toward  her  desk  and  we moved  back  so  she  could  ge t  th rough.  
She  p icked  up  the  p ic ture ,  looked  a t  i t ,  and  then  looked  back-a t  
us  aga in .  She  d idn ' t  sc ream or  ho l le r  or  swear  o r  anyth ing—she  
jus t  kept  looking  a t  us .  F ina l ly ,  we jus t  s ta r ted  looking  a t  the  
f loor  or  a t  each  o ther  or  ou t  the  window or  jus t  anywhere  bu t  a t  
Verna .  
The  d i smissa l  be l l  rang  bu t  nobody moved.  Verna  pressed  the  
p ic ture  c lose  to  her  body and  c rossed  her  a rms  over  her  ches t .  
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She  shuf f led  over  to  s tand  by  the  window,  bu t  we could  t e l l  even  
wi th  her  back  to  us  tha t  she  wasn ' t  looking  ou ts ide .  
We jus t  s tood  there  looking  a t  Verna ' s  back—we d idn ' t  even  
look  a t  each  o ther  anymore .  F ina l ly ,  some of  the  k ids  s ta r ted  
leav ing .  A few of  us  kept  s tanding  there  and  watch ing  Verna ,  bu t  
we s t i l l  d idn ' t  know what  to  do .  We jus t  s tood  there .  Af te r  a  
whi le ,  we l e f t ,  too .  
E l i sa  M.  Jessup  
Seasons  
Seasons  a re  
what  God uses  
To h ide  
Man ' s  mis takes .  
The  snow and  i ce  
In  win te r ,  
The  f lowers  and  new growth  
In  spr ing ,  
The  green  leaves  and  sunshine  
In  summer ,  and  
The  fa l len  leaves  
in  fa l l  
Are  a l l  His  way 
Of  h id ing  
The  scars  and  b lemishes  
We have  pu t  
On His  ea r th .  
Ins tead  
Of  us ing  
These  for  the i r  face  va lue  
They  h ide  what  man has  done  
To th i s  o therwise  
Fantas t ic  wor ld .  
Jane t  Lynn Por f i l io  
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DEAR FRIEND 
Dear  Fr iend  
I 've  searched  a l l ,  brought  a l l  to  mind  
The  th ings  to  come,  the  th ings  behind  
And the  good ou t -weighed  the  bad  
And there  the  pass  beyond compare  
I  wonder  i f  the  fu ture  dare  
To ou t -wi t  the  t imes  we 've  had  
I 've  wr i ten  i t  down upon my hear t  
Foresee ing  a  moment  our  roads  would  par t  
But  l i fe  was  made  to  bend  
Who can  t e l l  f rom s tor ies  to ld  
Perhaps  somewhere  down l i fe ' s  long  road  
Our  pa ths  may meet  aga in  
But  somehow I  had  forgot ten  tha t  t imes  would  pass  
Perhaps  I  wished  i t  a l l  to  l as t  
For  spare ly  comes  such  love  
I t  was  l ike  walk ing  by  the  sea  
And f rom the  sky  wi ld  wi th  g lee  
What  i s  more  love l ie r  than  a  dove  
There  i s ,  of  course ,  the  o ther  s ide  
The  very  th ing  I  t ry  to  h ide  
Oh tha t  rea l i ty  
There  dangl ing  f rom l i fe ' s  long  rope  
With  no th ing  l e f t  except  unseen  hope  
And s i l en t  sympathy  
Now I  confess  though t ime i s  l a te  
Our  t roubled  t imes  I  d id  no t  ha te  
Because  what  we had  was  n ice  
Bes ide  who promised  every  second dear  
Al though wi th  you  I  came qu i te  near  
For  in  you  I  see  the  Chr i s t  
Now come GOOD BYE i f  such  i s  fa i r  
I f  such  as  th i s  my hear t  can  bear  
Or  acknowledge  the  moment  end  
But  wai t  I  see  c lear  another  v iew 
There  i s  no  loss  wi th  me nor  you  
Rather  another  has  ga ined  a  f r iend .  
P .S .  I  love  you ,  
Edwardo  Fauf to  Dr isde l l  
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Pouting 
but the floor is too far 
for tiny feet. 
A salty tear trickles 
onto the creamy dessert 
but it refuses to accept 
the sad drop of water. 
A clear wart 
on a chocolate face 
it sits—alone 
Until a spoon 
severs the surface 
scoops the tear with whipped cream. 
Pouting? 
A faint grin gladly welcomes the spoonful. 






Leaf  and  Bark  
The  murky  gray  i s  tha t  of  dusk ,  
and  ' c ross  the  walk  there  scrapes  a  husk ,  
A l ea f ,  now dry  and  used  to  f l igh t .  
I t  i s  what  was  fo r  e l se  l as t  n igh t .  
And now in t rudes  some chur l ' s  murmur  
tha t  seems i t  wishes  i t s  ta lk  were  f i rmer ,  
No t a le  to  t e l l  but  th ings  to  say .  
The  wind  whispers ,  whi f f s  i t s  words  away.  
But  bark  i t  wi l l ,  the  pro tes t  shr i l l .  
"The  l ea f  you  whi r l ,  you  can ' t  s teer  me."  
"But  was  a  t ime  hung on  a  t ree ,  
Begged  l igh t  and  gave  to  feed  i t s  bough.  
More  joy  in  dea th  than  you  brea the  now."  
" I  feed  my bow,  bu t  I  don ' t  beg .  
For  food  I  hunt ,  on  l imb,  on  l eg ."  
The  wind  ignores  the  can ine  c ry ,  
Not  rude ly  or  wi th  reason  why.  
But  bark  i t  wi l l ,  the  pro tes t  shr i l l .  
Proud  might  there  i s  behind  tha t  bark ,  
And the  b i te  wi l l  no  doubt  l eave  i t s  mark ,  
A no tch  a f f i rms;  as  bark ,  so ' s  b i te .  
The  hunted ' s  fu t i l e  dusk  now n igh t .  
"A se rvant  of  none ,  I  do  as  I  p lease ,  
Am l ed  by  no  l eash ,  am b lown by  no  breeze .  
I 'm happy now in  th i s  day ' s  t as ty  k i l l ,  
The  power  of  my paws ,  my j aws—thr i l l . "  
But  bark  i t  wi l l ,  the  pro tes t  shr i l l .  
Lome Mook 
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THE ILLIUM: "Bui ld ing  the  Rainbow of  Memory"  
look .  
a l l  the  ingred ien ts  a re  coming  toge ther ,  
a  mis t  of  ra in  begins  to  fa l l ,  
the  sun  r i ses  f rom behind  the  c louds ,  
i t s  l igh t  i s  d ispersed  in  each  drop ,  
a  form -  an  a rc  -  the  i l lusory  hope .  
see .  
i t  appears  oppos i te  of  the  sun .  
the  d i sp lay  has  a lways  been  dece iv ing ,  
f ina l ly  i t  i s  no  longer  an  i l lus ion ,  
the  spec t ra l  co lors  a re  in  p lace ,  
i t  has  come -  i t  wi l l  go .  
the  ra inbow i s  bu i l t .  
now.  
a l l  the  days  a re  gone  behind  us .  
thoughts  r i se  f rom the  depths  of  our  pas t ,  
the i r  o r ig ins  a re  sca t te red  in  each  f rame,  
a  form -  an  awakening  -  the  re t rospec t ive  a r t .  
here .  
i t  shows fac ing  the  webbed  thoughts ,  
the  d imens ion  has  a lways  been  unknown,  
f ina l ly  there  a re  no  more  de lus ions ,  
each  shade  has  i t s  n iche  in  the  spec t rum,  
i t  has  come -  i t  wi l l  go .  
the  memory  i s  bu i l t .  




Hi. How are you. I'm fine. I don't want to put you to any 
trouble but I wanted to get my list in early this year. I've been 
good so far this year. Except for Suzy Manley's skirt. But it 
was an accident kind of. And she was asking for it. Here's my 
list. 
1) An autographed picture of Bo Derik 
2) An autographed picture of Sting 
3) An autographed picture of Ayatollah Khomeni 
4) All the Police albums 
5) A Sony Walkman with cassette and AM/FM stereo radio and a 
years supply of Energizers. 
6) A date with Tina Turner 
7) The latest tape by George Jackson III 
8) A baby brother 
9) A VW Scirocco (1985 model) 
10) A gun 
If you can't handle all that, then I guess you could forget 
numbers 7, 9, 10, and 3. 





I've been thinking about the list I sent you already, and I 
think I have a few changes to make. Instead of a date with Tina 
Turner I'd like a date with Pat Benatar. I heard on the radio 
that she used to hang around with Wendy 0. Williams. Also, I 
think I wasn't very clear when I said I wanted a gun. I'd like an 
M-16 with a banana clip, please. And don't worry about the baby 
brother. I'd rather have an Eddie Murphy tape. I told my mom 
about a skit he did once on Saturday Night Live and she laughed so 




Do you prefer Oatmeal or Chocolate Chip cookies? Have you 
ever had Oatmeal and green pea cookies? 
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Nov.  29  
Dear  Santa ,  
I  th ink  I  made  a  mis take  in  my l as t  l e t te r .  I  don ' t  want  a  
da te  wi th  Pa t  Bena ta r  anymore .  I 'm not  sure  who I  do  want  a  da te  
wi th  bu t  I  do  want  a  da te  wi th  someone .  I ' l l  wr i te  aga in  rea l  
soon  and  t e l l  you  who.  But  I  don ' t  want  an  M-16 rea l ly .  I ' d  
ra ther  have  a  Col t  Trooper  MK I I I  wi th  a  s ix  inch  bar re l  and  
mahogany wood handle  g r ips .  And I ' l l  need  some bu l le t s  too .  
Bet te r  make  them Remington  r imf i re .  Boy,  i t ' s  a  good th ing  I 'm 
not  ge t t ing  a  baby  b ro ther .  Kids  shouldn ' t  p lay  wi th  guns  l ike  
tha t .  Thanks  a  mi l l ion .  See  you  soon .  Jus t  k idd ing .  Ha ha .  
Love ,  
Paul  
Dec .  16  
Dear  Santa ,  
Cindy  Lauper .  
Love ,  
Paul  
Dec .  20  
Dear  Santa ,  
I  sure  hope  you  ge t  th i s  in  t ime .  I  forgot  someth ing .  I 'm 
going  to  need  a  shoulder  ho ls te r  for  my gun .  And I ' d  a l so  l ike  a  
Batman cos tume wi th  the  u t i l i ty  be l t .  Don ' t  fo rge t  the  ba t - to rch  
and  ba ta rang .  Good luck .  Te l l  Mrs .  Claus  to  s t i r  up  the  
Campbel l s .  
Love ,  
Paul  
Dec .  28  
Dear  Mr .  C laus :  
Next  year  I  hope  you ' l l  read  your  reques t s  a  l i t t l e  more  
ca re fu l ly .  I  sen t  you  severa l  l e t te rs  and  l i s t s  and  the  only  
th ing  I  d id  ge t  tha t  I 'd  asked  for  was  someth ing  I  d idn ' t  want  
a f te r  a l l .  So  you  can  take  my baby  bro ther  wi th  you  next  t ime  you  
come.  
Paul  Al ford  
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Majes t ic  Oak 
Majes t ic  oak  
Reaching  wi th  d ign i ty  toward  the  sky  
Impregnable  fo r t ress  s tanding  a lone  
Surrounded  by  an  endless  sea  of  g reen  
Pe t r i f ied  bark  hardened  by  b l izzard  and  s torm 
By l igh tn ing  and  ha i l  
By gen t le  spr ing  breeze  and  sof t  summer  sun  
Majes t ic  oak  
S tanding  a l l  a lone .  
Secure  young man 
Reching  wi th  d ign i ty  toward  d i s tan t  goa ls  
Impregnable  fo r t ress  s tanding  a lone  
Surrounded  by  an  endless  sea  of  f aces  
Pe t r i f ied  hear t  hardened  by  dea th  and  pa in  
By hear tbreak  and  broken  dreams 
By happiness  and  love  
Secure  young man 
S tanding  a l l  a lone .  
Tim Ecker ley  




Take  heed  and  hear  
th i s  s tory  of  
the  bard  who 
brea thed  for  dr ink ,  
h i s  sad  and  somber  
dream l ike  
ta le  
sha l l  wed 
thee  t ea rs  
to  b l ink .  
He do ted  S t rohs  
and  Miche lob  
and  Mi l le r  l igh t  
loved  he ,  
and  in  the  n ight  
in  dream 
drawn 
l igh t  
he  found  i t  
hard  to  
see .  
He wandered  home,  
a  drunk  a lone ,  




made  has te ,  
no  was te ,  to  f ind  h i s  
shack ,  
and  h i s  
be loved  can .  
When on  h i s  way 
to  double  A 
s t ruck  down was  he  
by  ca r ,  
he  managed  though 
to  s tumble  in  
a  darkened  
empty  
bar .  
He d ied  there in  
a  man of  g in ,  
and  c r ied  a  lone ly  tear  
and  thought  
i t  be  a  mor ta l  
s in  to  d ie  
wi thout  a  
beer .  
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Dared  he  to  dream 
and  thought  he  wise  
and  he ld  h i s  moment  
dear ,  
and  grasped  tomorrow 
where  he  l a id ,  
an  empty  
can  of  
beer .  
So ,  l i s ten  wel l ,  
ye  sober  sa in t s ,  
I  s ing  thee  of  thy  woes  
remember  ye  the  
poem of  
the  bard  who 
d ied  for  
S t rohs .  
Now,  thus  i t  be  
for  drunken  men 
' t i s  a l l  so  wel l  and  
f ine ,  
bu t  what  of  we  
who seek  to  
be  wi thout  
tha t  g lass  
of  
wine??  
Thomas  Grani tz  
STORY OF THE DAY 
"T ime  has  a lways  been  a  p rob lem,"  sa id  Myers .  
"Theore t i ca l ly ,  i t s  p roper t i e s  a re  ha rd  t o  dec ide .  Excep t  fo r  the  
normal  s i tua t ion ,  tha t  o f  t ime  f lowing  f rom the  fu tu re  in to  the  
pas t ,  eve ry  s ing le  s i tua t ion  in  which  t ime  i s  man ipu la ted  i s  
cu r ren t ly  deba ted  a s  f a r  a s  the  ou tcome  i s  concerned . "  
"Because  none  can  be  p roven  exper imen ta l ly?"  Wi l son  asked .  
"Exac t ly .  For  example ,  t ime ,  a s  we  know,  p roceeds  more  and  
more  s lowly  fo r  an  ob jec t  a s  i t s  speed  approaches  the  speed  o f  
l i gh t .  We can  sa fe ly  assume  tha t  t ime  s tops  a t  the  speed  o f  
l i gh t ,  which  speed  i s  una t t a inab le ,  o f  course .  Bu t ,  beyond  the  
speed  o f  l i gh t ,  does  t ime  reve r se  d i r ec t ion  and  f low backward ,  o r  
does  i t  p ick  up  speed  aga in  and  move  f a s t e r  and  f a s t e r  un t i l  i t  
f lows  a t  a  normal  speed  when  the  ob jec t  i s  moving  a t  an  in f in i t e  
speed?"  Meyers  paused  fo r  a  moment .  "There  a re  o the r  p rob lems , "  
he  sa id .  
"What  abou t  t he  o ld  say ing ,  'H i s to ry  r epea t s  i t s e l f ' ?  I s  
the re  any th ing  £o  i t ? "  
"Wel l ,  a s  a  ph i losophy ,  i t ' s  usua l ly  in t e rp re ted  to  mean  
peop le  w i l l  even tua l ly  make  t he  same  mis takes ,  t h ings ,  in  genera l ,  
w i l l  happen  aga in  in  some  way  o r  ano the r ,  na t ions  wi l l  a lways  r i se  
and  f a l l . . . .  Bu t ,  a s  a  theory ,  some  ho ld  t ha t  t ime  wi l l  
even tua l ly  r e tu rn  to  a  po in t  i t  has  a l r eady  passed ,  and  th ings  
wi l l  then  r epea t  themse lves  exac t ly  a s  they  d id  the  f i r s t  t ime .  
Usua l ly ,  t he  theory  i s  t aken  to  imply  tha t  t h i s  ' r e tu rn ing '  wi l l  
keep  happen ing  ad  in f in i tum.  But  no  one  has  come  up  wi th  any  way  
t o  de te rmine  how long  the  gap  in  be tween  i s ,  assuming  the  theory  
were  t rue  to  beg in  wi th . "  
Meyers  con t inued ,  "Probab ly  the  b igges t  deba te ,  cu r ren t ly ,  i s  
whe the r  a  t r ip  in  t ime  to  somewhere  i n  the  pas t  w i l l  i n t e r fe re  
wi th  pas t  h i s to ry .  One  ques t ion  i s  whe the r  the  t ime- t r ave l l e r  
wi l l  be  invo lved  in  the  t ime  he  a r r ives  in  o r  jus t  be  an  obse rve r ,  
unab le  t o  a f fec t  any th ing .  I f  he  i s  invo lved ,  and  wen t  t o ,  say ,  
an  ea r l i e r  age  o f  h i s  ch i ldhood ,  t he re  wi l l  then  be  two  o f  h im 
the re .  Bu t ,  i f  we  check  a  h i s to ry  book ,  t he re  was  on ly  one  o f  
h im.  In  o the r  words ,  he  goes  back  in  t ime  to  see  th ings  a s  they  
a re  in  the  h i s to ry  book ,  bu t  when  he  ge t s  the re  they ' r e  d i f f e ren t  
because  o f  h i s  own p resence . "  Meyers  s ipped  h i s  t ea  fo r  a  moment  
and  then  wen t  on :  "Going  t o  the  fu tu re  i s  the  same .  When  he  ge t s  
the re ,  by  t ime- t r ave l l ing ,  the re  wi l l  be  two  o f  h im,  bu t  i f  he  
comes  back  and  l i ves  a  normal  l i f e  un t i l  t ha t  po in t ,  won ' t  t he re  
be  on ly  one  o f  h im then?  I t ' s  because  o f  p rob lems  l ike  these  tha t  
some  peop le  have  de te rmined  tha t  t ime- t r ave l  i s  imposs ib le .  
Othe r s  conc lude  tha t  any  man ipu la t ion  o f  t ime  i s  poss ib le  a s  long  
a s  i t  doesn ' t  c rea te  an  imposs ib le  s i tua t ion  by  i n t e r fe r ing  wi th  
h i s to r i c  o r  fu tu re  even t s .  Then ,  some  o the r s  say  tha t  we  can  do  
any  t ime-manipu la t ing  and  th ings  wi l l  au tomat i ca l ly  work  ou t  
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somehow.  And  i f  the re  i s  a  change  in  h i s to ry ,  i t  wi l l  be  
pe rmanen t ,  and  we  w i l l  never  have  known the  o r ig ina l  s i tua t ion .  
Excep t  fo r  the  t ime- t r ave l l e r ,  h imse l f ,  who  has  t ime- t r ave l l ed  and  
come  back .  I f  he  causes  a  change  in  someone  he  knows ,  he ' l l  
no t i ce  the  change  in  tha t  pe r son  when  he  comes  back ,  bu t  t ha t  
pe r son ,  h imse l f ,  w i l l  then  have  a lways  been  tha t  way ,  and  wi l l  no t  
know any  change  in  h imse l f . "  He  paused ,  sens ing  tha t  the  top ic  
had  been  exp i red  fo r  the  moment  and  sa id :  "Wel l ,  sha l l  we  ge t  on  
wi th  i t ?  As  soon  a s  I  make  a  few more  ca lcu la t ions ,  we  can  beg in  
our  work  on  the  t ime-mach ine .  Hand  me  a  p iece  o f  paper ,  w i l l  you?  
I  a lways  keep  a  s t ack  o f  c l ean  shee t s  the re  in  the  top  d rawer  o f  
my desk . "  Wi l son  opened  the  top  d rawer  and  found  no th ing  bu t  
c l ean  shee t s  o f  paper .  Af te r  hand ing  one  to  Meyers ,  he  l eaned  
back  in  the  desk  cha i r  a s  Meyers  began  h i s  f igu r ing .  
"What ' s  t oday?"  Meyers  a sked  h imse l f ,  " the  f i f t een th?  We 
shou ld  have  t h i s  f in i shed  in  a  week  o r  so . "  
Meyers ,  a  ma themat ica l  gen ius ,  con t inued  sc r ibb l ing  va r ious  
equa t ions  on  the  paper .  Meanwhi le ,  Wi l son ,  a  r e spec tab le  
phys ic i s t  h imse l f  bu t  l e s s  knowledgeab le  than  Meyers ,  smoked  h i s  
p ipe  un t i l  the  scen t  f i l l ed  the  s tudy  tha t  the  two  men  were  i n .  
"There ,  t ha t ' s  i t .  We can  s t a r t .  Here—save  th i s  fo r  
l a t e r . "  
Wi l son  took  the  shee t ,  b l ackened  wi th  f igu res ,  and  l a id  i t  on  
top  of  t he  c l ean  shee t s  in  the  top  desk  d rawer .  "Sha l l  we  ge t  
someth ing  t o  ea t ,  f i r s t ?"  he  a sked .  
"Good  idea ,  "Meyers  answered ,  " I  guess  i t  i s  pas t  d inner  
t ime .  How abou t  t he  I t a l i an  p lace  down the  s t r ee t?"  
"Tha t ' s  f ine .  My t r ea t  th i s  t ime?"  
"Yes ,  I  th ink  so . "  
"Le t ' s  go .  My c a r ' s  a round  back . "  
"Wel l ,  t ha t  su re  was  a  sa t i s fy ing  mea l , "  Meyers  s a id ,  pu t t ing  
on  h i s  ha t .  Wi l son  pu t  on  h i s  coa t  and  opened  the  door .  
" Jus t  t h ink , "  Meyers  s a id  a s  they  wa lked  towards  the  ca r ,  
"p re t ty  soon  we ' l l  know the  sec re t s  o f  t he  na tu re  o f  
t ime—prov ided  the  t ime-mach ine  works  a l l  r igh t . "  
"Oh ,  I  have  f a i th  in  your  ca lcu la t ions ,  Dr .  Meyers . "  
"Thank  you ,  Wi l son .  Say ,  i t ' s  p re t ty  l a t e .  Do you  th ink  we  
ough t  t o  tu rn  in  and  ge t  a  s t a r t  on  t h i s  tomor row?"  
"By  a l l  means , "  Wi l son  answered ,  " I  need  t o  ge t  a  be t t e r  
n igh t ' s  s l eep  ton igh t  than  I  d id  l a s t  n igh t  i f  I  wan t  t o  th ink  
c l ea r ly . "  
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"Fine ;  you  can  jus t  drop  me o f f  to  ge t  my ca r  and  I ' l l  dr ive  
home."  
Once  they  reached  the  Research  Center ,  Meyers  go t  ou t  and  
they  each  drove  home h i s  separa te  way.  
Wi lson  went  s t ra igh t  to  bed  upon h i s  a r r iva l  home.  In  the  
morning ,  h i s  wi fe  go t  h im up  and  a f te r  a  qu ick  breakfas t  he  go t  
back  in  h i s  car  and  drove  to  the  Research  Center  fo r  another  day  
of  work .  He had  had  a  bad  n igh t  of  s leep  aga in ,  bu t  was  anxious  
to  ge t  to  work .  
Meyers  was  a l ready  in  the  s tudy ,  as  Wilson  had  guessed .  
"Good morning ,  Wi lson ,"  Meyers  sa id .  
"And to  you ,  too ,"  Wilson  responded .  "How's  i t  going?"  
"Splendid .  Wel l ,  sha l l  we ge t  on  wi th  i t ?  As  soon  as  I  make  
a  few more  ca lcu la t ions ,  we can  begin  our  work  on  the  
t ime-machine .  Hand me a  p iece  of  paper ,  wi l l  you?  I  a lways  keep  
a  s tack  of  c lean  shee ts  there  in  the  top  drawer  of  my desk ."  
Wilson  opened  the  top  drawer  and  found  no th ing  bu t  c lean  
shee ts  of  paper .  Af te r  handing  one  to  Meyers ,  he  l eaned  back  in  
the  desk  cha i r  as  Meyers  began  h i s  f igur ing .  "What ' s  today?"  
Meyers  asked  h imse l f ,  " the  f i f teen th?  We should  have  th i s  
f in i shed  in  a  week  or  so ."  
THE END 
Kevin  Mor i tz  
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A Loving  Paren t  
I  have  a  problem tha t  i s  puzz l ing  me 
What  g i f t  can  I  g ive  to  a  most  wor thy  paren t  
I t  must  be  a  cos t ly  g i f t  you  see  
Someth ing  tha t  equa ls  the i r  mer i t  
fo r  a l l  these  years  they  have  a lways  cared  
To them be ing  a  paren t  was  more  than  jus t  a  
du ty  
Thru  good t imes  and  bad  t imes  every th ing  was  
shared  
Even  when I  was  s t i l l  in  boot ies  
I  don ' t  remember  when  I  s ta r ted  to  tee the  
But  I  was  to ld  there  was  a  lo t  of  c ry ing  
My f i r s t  s teps  were  hard  to  teach  
With  pa t ience  and  t ime  you  kept  on  t ry ing  
My ABC's  I  was  qu ick  to  learn  
So thanks  to  you  I  d idn ' t  grow up  dumb 
But  in  J r .  High  I  couldn ' t  d i scern  
That  you  unders tood  where  I  was  coming  f rom 
In  h igh  school  I  dec la red  my f reedom 
There  was  a  wor ld  ou t  there  I  needed  to  know 
You jus t  smi led  wi th  your  paren t ly  wisdom 
And knew tha t  shor t ly  I  mus t  go  
I  am s t i l l  wonder ing  what  I  can  g ive  
Maybe  a  qu ie t  p lace  jus t  to  d ine  
I  am thankfu l  for  the  chance  to  l ive  
With  such  wonder fu l  paren ts  as  mine  
My love  i s  what  I  g ive  and  I  g ive  i t  a l l  
Today  hencefore  wi l l  I  s ta r t  
I  hope  you  don ' t  cons ider  th i s  g i f t  smal l  
Because  fo r  forever  more  you  have  my hear t  
Ph i l ip  Shawn Herman 
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To Mommy 
She  ha tes  me 
s i t s  there  perched  
in  her  k i tchen  
l ike  a  s tuck-up  o ld  hen  
s ips  her  cof fee  l ike  
some fa t  r ich  lady  on  t .v .  
she  g loa ts  a t  my 
smal l  
s tup id  face  
s i l en t ly  laughing  
a t  my 
l i t t l eness  
makes  me so  mad 
I  ha te  her  
her  s icko  
smel ly  
per fume makes  my 
gu ts  hur t  and  
i  a lmos t  bar f  
and  her  s ing ing  
k i l l s  my ea rs  
she  loves  my s i s te rs  
the i r  mommy's  g i r l s  
she  ha tes  me 
mommy,  p lease  can  i  
have  i t  
no  
she  loves  tha t  word  
i  th ink  i t ' s  her  favor i te  
th inks  she  so  b ig  
i  can  be  b ig  too  
i  know 
i  heard  the  boy  in  
the  res t room 
he ' s  b ig  
she  must  be  a  n igger  
i  ha te  her  
g ive  i t  to  me 
you  n igger  
what  
no th ing  
we ' re  even  now 
she ' s  mad too  
I  can  t e l l  
her  face  i s  a l l  mushy and  mean  
l ike  the  o ther  boy  in  the  res t room 
go  
to  the  co ld  
ugly  
basement  
daddy ' s  there  
i  have  to  t e l l  h im 
i  jus t  k i l l ed  mommy 
he  l ikes  mommy 
i  am l i t t l e  aga in  
i ' l l  run  
tha t ' s  s tup id  
she  could  ca tch  me 
mommy 
i  love  you  
Dave  Rar ick  
50  
THE LAST COLONEL 
My favorite room at home was at the very back of the house 
connected to the kitchen, about ten paces by eight paces. It used 
to be a storage shed but Daddy insulated it and put a big belly 
stove in the corner. I could always tell when it needed new wood 
because the logs burning inside would begin to hollow and ash out 
and then all-of-a-sudden tumble down in pieces, sounding like ice 
chattering in summer lemonade. My mom had always said I needed to 
be at least thirteen to put wood in the fire, but she let me start 
three years early when Daddy had to go to Germany. She said she 
didn't like me doing it, but sometimes I think deep inside she was 
proud that I could do it. 
By this time I had almost the whole army set up in the far 
corner. I had gotten tired of doing all the soldiers, so it was 
fun to be able to do the colonels on their horses. I wasn't 
exactly sure what they should look like, but Grandpop was good at 
describing them with their special patches and belts. Whenever we 
had visitors come, Mom would bring them in and show them. They 
always seemed surprised that I could do things like that, and 
would refer to me as "the special boy." I never knew what I 
really thought of that. 
That afternoon I was sitting on stool and whittling my last 
piece, the American colonel. I had his pine horse done and was 
trying to figure out how to carve his legs to sit him natural on 
the horse. The cinnamon-apple water on top of the stove was 
boiling and made the whole downstairs smell like Whitman's spice 
shop. I threw some of the pine chips and the original American 
general that I had messed up into the stove. I heard Grandpop 
coming up to the back door, dragging his feet from the load of 
wood he was carrying. 
The fire whistled as the choking December wind blew through 
the door and up the stove vents. Grandpop dropped the wood into 
the applecrate and fell with a loud sigh into his rocker. I could 
feel a shadow fall over my face ad he reached down for the horse I 
had just finished. I knew from his silence that he was carefully 
fingering it with the expert Grandpop touch. I heard the metallic 
click of his wire glasses as he placed them on his nose. I waited 
his appraisal as he rocked back and forth. 
"Some piece of work, son." I felt a red swell move up my 
face. 
"I think I cut the tail too short." 
"Not for this type of Appalachian I told you about. Besides, 
you could just pretend it got blown off or something. You know 
what I always say- 'All's fair in-' 
"Love and war." I did know what he always said. But even 
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though he'd tried to explain it, I never understood it. 
"I'd say it's 'bout time for you to get some new jeans, 
Kelly. If those overalls get another patch on them you won't be 
able to tell what color they used to be." 
I liked these pants a lot, but I was starting to feel a 
little ashamed of them. I usually didn't think much about what I 
had on since my mom taught me at home and I only went into town 
with her every two weeks. But when my Dad came home, I wanted to 
look sharp so he could be real proud of his son. 
"Do you think maybe we could afford to order a pair of new 
ones sometime? Just so I could look nice for Daddy coming home. 
If we get them a little big, they'll last longer, too." 
"I think your Mom would like that. Good idea for a Christmas 
gift." 
I grinned as I thought about the wooden nutcracker I had 
carefully carved for Mom and the finely sanded backscratcher for 
Grandpop that were safely hidden under by bed until Christmas. I 
picked the colonel back up. As I started to carefully sliver his 
legs, Grandpop creaked back and forth in silence. I knew he was 
probably staring at me. I used to make me nervous, but I was used 
to it now. Soon, I heard his head hit the back of the chair and 
deep breathing noises escape through his lips. Daddy and I used 
to giggle at his snoring like that. 
I thought about Grandpop and mom. They both worked so hard 
for me. Sometimes that embarassed me. I tried to do as much as I 
could on my own. I wanted them proud of me. It seemed strange to 
me that they wouldn't even know each other if my mom hadn't 
married his son. And now that he was away they were a team, 
working together to help me and waiting for Blair Heller to come 
home from war. I guess we all kind of were waiting. Everything 
we did seemed to be related to when he'd be home. I wondered what 
"normal" would be then. 
I could feel the room begin to grow darker and colder as the 
afternoon began to slip down with the sun. I stood up and quietly 
brushed passed my nodding friend. I mentally calculated my way 
around our rooms, lowering the shades and drawing the curtains 
shut. 
I paused by the small table in the sitting room as I always 
did to hold the figurehead I'd carved of Daddy last year. Between 
what I remembered his face feeling like when I'd sit on his lap in 
his favorite chair and from my Grandpop's guidance, I had worked 
for five months on it, keeping it a secret from my Mom. I gave it 
to her on Christmas. I heard her crying long into December 26th 
after we had gone to bed that night: Grandpop said that I would 
understand when I was older why love can make you cry sometimes. 
One night tucking me into bed she told me that it was the best 
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gift she'd ever gotten. She said every morning now she would 
stand by it and look out the large front window as the sun rose, 
and she would pray for him. I started doing that at sunset when I 
closed the blinds, even though I wasn't quite sure what to pray. 
I heard the smash and crunch as our old Ford came up the long 
driveway. I made my way back to the wood room, anxious to show 
Mom the whole army, finished and in place. Mom had asked that I 
not use any weapons in the battle, which was just as good with me 
since I wasn't for sure what guns and all looked like. 
Grandpop jerked upright as the car door slammed. I felt 
something a.op inside of me as I heard her walking up toward the 
back door. There must not have been any news from Dad again. It 
had been about four weeks since we had gotten his letter. Usually 
when she'd come home from town with a letter she would come 
running up the path and read it to us right away. This time I 
felt the depression and sadness pass through me that seemed to 
overtake the whole house when there was no news. 
The quiet footsteps stopped outside the door. I could hear 
the door groan as she leaned her frail body against it. Grandpop 
seemed to sense something, too. He said he'd often watch my face 
to see what I heard before anyone else. He began to make a 
sucking noise with his tongue and teeth and sat motionless in the 
rocking chair. 
"What is it, Pop?" I gripped his knee. 
"I don't know..." He raised his voice. "Shirley?" 
As she opened the door, I felt dread and fear enter the room 
with the cold wind. A great chill passed through me as Grandpop 
squeezed my small, delicate fingers between his rough calloused 
ones. I couldn't imagine the look he must be seeing on her face. 
No words were exchanged, yet we all knew. Somehow, we knew. 
I remember thinking that all is not fair in love and war. I ran 
and grabbed at her waist and sobbed silently and convulsively 
until my head felt like it would explode. A great hot wave of 
heat grabbed me and knocked me down and out as I experienced a 
darkness like I'd never known before. 
The next few days were filled with manners, hushed voices, 
and emptiness. People were coming over to the house continously 
through the day, and at night the phone rang and kept Mom from 
thinking, Grandpop said. He seemed to always be sitting in the 
backgkround, not saying much except some things to me. People 
brought over lots of casseroles, and Grandpop said he wondered if 
they thought my mom couldn't cook now or something. I liked her 
cooking a lot better, too. Strange food and strange people made 
me wonder if I wasn't just listening to a story or something. 
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The army men had  sa id  i t  might  t ake  another  week  before  the  
body would  be  back  in  S t roudsburg  because  of  a  shor tage  of  p lanes .  
They  dec ided  to  have  a  smal l ,  qu ie t  memor ia l  se rv ice  in  the  
Methodis t  Church  tha t  my Dad be longed  to .  We hadn ' t  gone  s ince  he  
had  l e f t  because  Mom and  Grandpop bo th  fe l t  funny  going  wi thout  
h im.  Each  Sunday  we 'd  spend  a  shor t  t ime  toge ther ,  and  they 'd  
t e l l  me Bib le  s to r ies  and  we 'd  s ing  some hymns  they  both  knew and  
t r i ed  to  teach  me.  
Ins ide  the  church ,  I  f e l t  conspicuous  in  the  f ron t  row wi th  
my cous in  Kent ' s  s ize  four teen  b lack  su i t  hanging  of f  my s ize  ten  
body.  My cowl ick  was  pa t ted  in to  p lace  by  many wel l  meaning  
re la t ives  and  f r iends  who walked  passed  me and  sa id  loudly  as  
though I  could ln ' t  hear  or  wouldn ' t  know,  " I 'm your  Aunt  Jane .  
I 'm so  sor ry!"  I  could  on ly  mut te r ,  " I t ' s  a l r igh t"  or  " I t ' s  not  
your  fau l t ! "  I  wondered  what  e l se  a  twelve-year -o ld  boy  could  say  
to  so  many adul t s  dressed  in  squeaky  pa t ten  shoes  and  c lo thes  tha t  
swooshed  back  and  for th  f rom the i r  p lump bodies .  
The  house  was  s i l en t  when we re turned .  I t  f r igh tened  me tha t  
we were  a lone ,  fo r  good .  I  don ' t  know i f  any  of  us  rea l ly  
be l ieved  tha t  he  was  never  coming  home aga in .  Mom t r i ed  to  ac t  a  
l i t t l e  cheery ,  p robably  for  my sake .  She  seemed worr ied  about  
Grandpop,  too .  He went  r igh t  to  h i s  rocker  a f te r  bu i ld ing  the  
f i re  back  up .  He rocked  sof t ly  and  pre tended  to  be  as leep ,  bu t  
Mom and  I  both  knew tha t  he  wasn ' t .  He wasn ' t  very  good any  more  
a t  h id ing  h i s  sadness .  
Whi le  I  changed  f rom Kent ' s  su i t  back  in to  my o ld  pa tched  
overa l l s ,  I  heard  l i t t l e  c l ick ing  noises  th rough the  th in  wal l s .  
I  knew she  was  se t t ing  my ba t t l e f ie ld  back  up .  She  had  pu t  i t  
away when we had  a l l  the  ca l le rs ,  bu t  now I  th ink  she  wanted  me to  
go  back  l ike  I  was  before .  I  thought  how hard  i t  probably  was  fo r  
her  to  se t  them up .  I t  seemed to  be  tak ing  her  a  long  t ime .  I  
wondered  what  she  thought  when she  grabbed  the  Amer ican  co lone l  
ou t  of  the  bag .  I  wanted  to  s tay  back  in  the  bedroom and  jus t  
s leep  for  a  long  t ime,  bu t  I  knew they  needed  me now.  They  rea l ly  
d id .  
I  paced  back  in to  the  s tove  room.  Mom was  back  in  the  
a rmchai r  tha t  used  to  be  Dad ' s  favor i te .  I  thought  maybe  she  was  
c ry ing  to  herse l f ,  bu t  I  pre tended  no t  to  no t ice .  Her  b rea th ing  
sounded  so  weary ,  l ike  she  had  go t ten  o lder  rea l  fas t .  
I  went  over  to  my smal l  wooden  s too l .  Daddy had  made  i t  when 
he  was  f i r s t  teaching  me how to  carve .  I  was  scared  to  s i t  too  
hard  on  i t  now.  I  wished  so  much tha t  I  could  look  a t  i t  wi th  
more  than  my hands .  I  knew i t  must  be  beaut i fu l ,  wi th  in t r ica te  
borders  and  my name o rna te ly  carved  on  the  top .  
I  found  the  horse  and  co lone l  p laced  separa te  f rom the  res t  
of  the  so ld ie rs .  I  s l ipped  h im of f  the  horse  and  rubbed  h im 
gent ly  aga ins t  my cheek .  The  wooden  f igure  became wet  as  I  
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a l lowed  my u se les s  eyes  t o  re l ease  the  hea r t ache  wi th in  me .  
There  was  no  no i se  in  the  room,  bu t  each  o f  us  was  g r i ev ing  
over  the  co lone l  I  he ld  up .  I  g r ipped  the  ob jec t  i n  my hand ,  a s  
t igh t ly  as  I  cou ld ,  each  f inge r  consc ious  o f  t he  ha t ,  f ace ,  
me ta l s ,  and  sca r s  ch i s l ed  wi th in  i t s  c l a sp .  
As  I  opened  the  door  o f  t he  wood  s tove ,  the  we t  co lone l  s tuck  
to  my hand  fo r  a  moment  be fo re  d ropp ing  wi th  a  s l igh t  h i s s  in to  
the  hungry  f l ames .  
Susan  P lumb 
Legacy  o f  a  Coun t ry  Road  
(Vis ions  o f  Pennv i l l e )  
The  s ign  says  Union  S t ree t ,  
I  don ' t  know why ,  
Everyone  I  know ca l l s  i t  Highway  One .  
There  used  t o  be  a  hosp i t a l ,  
Bu t  i t  moved  t o  the  nex t  town .  
Funny  th ing ,  i t ' s  s t i l l  on  Highway  One .  
The  Corne r  S to re  has  been  he re  fo r  yea r s .  
Now they  se l l  p izza .  
I t ' l l  be  the re  fo reve r  on  Highway  One .  
The  ch ie f  o f  t he  vo lun tee r  f i r eman  
So ld  h i s  g roce ry  s to re .  
Now someone  e l se  runs  i t  on  Highway  One .  
The  r e s t au ran t  i s  the  newes t  t h ing .  
There  used  t o  be  a  ca fe ,  
Bo th  on  Highway  One .  
I  don ' t  know why  i t  f a sc ina tes  me ,  
Wi th  i t s  two  k inds  o f  pavement ,  
Bu t  i t  does ,  o ld  Highway  One .  
Dewey  Mi l l e r  
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SUDDEN PERCEPTIONS OF INNER SELF 
And another  shoot ing  s ta r  goes  by  
and  the  s i lence  dr ies  the  tears  I  c ry  
and  the  weak  sobs  a re  the  lu l laby  
I 'm s ing ing  
The  one  tha t  could  sa t i s fy  
The  one  whom I  could  no t  deny  
The  one  wi th  abundance  to  supply  
i s  miss ing  
He was  jus t  a  passer -by  
wi th  a  wisk  of  the  hand  and  a  wink  of  the  eye  
and  a  wel l  rehearsed  a l ib i  
whi le  l eav ing  
Now I ' ve  f in i shed  ask ing  why 
What  i s  impor tan t  i s  to  ident i fy— 
the  so l i t ide  i s  a  p lace  the  hea l  and  t ry  
whi le  growing .  
Rochel le  Manor  
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TIME:  THE MARATHON OF OUR LIVES 
Time i s  a  r iver  
f lowing  in to  a  vas t  ocean .  
A cur ren t  wi th  ne i ther  a  beginning  nor  end .  
No des t ina t ion .  
No contempla t ion .  
I t s  water  runs  f ree ly  around an  in f in i te  bend .  
Time i s  the  hear tbea t  
of  an  inv is ib le  runner  
cas t ing  shadows which  l inger  as  memor ies  in  the  mind .  
Rac ing  forward  forever  
wi th  v igorous  endeavor ;  
the  mara thon  of  our  l ives  i s  a  race  wi th  Time.  
L loyd  Work  
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f in  Dreams and  Success  
I  have  a  dream. .  .  
We a l l  have  dreams.  
Dreams a re  ours  to  take  
a re  o thers  to  sha t te r .  
Dreams 
burn ing  
twis t ing  
agoniz ing  
Dreams a f fec t  us  a l l  
Dreams a re  a f fec ted  by  a l l :  
You mus t  f i t  ( in  our  eyes) !  
You ' re  no t  l ike  tha t !  
That  i s  no t  our  dream for  you .  
Maybe ,  they  a re  r igh t .  
Dreams a re  burdens  
heavy  -  unloading  requi red  
burn ing  -  f i re  s ta r ted  
Unloading  dreams requi re  rec ip ien t  
be  i t  person  
or  
p lan .  
Burn ing  dreams requi re  tending  
ex t inguished  -  who cares  
or  
s toked  -  who he lps?  
Dreams should  be  fo l lowed 
dreams a re  our  essence  
dreams for  our  ex is tence .  
Dreams should  be  fo l lowed 
fo l low regard less  
of  




be  mocked  t i l l  
success  or  
Death .  D a v i d  M ^ e r s  
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AS TRAINS PASS BY 
Alone  in  the  morning  fog ,  J im found h imse l f  c rouched  down in  
a  damp t rench .  He began  to  ex tend  h i s  lanky  f rame un t i l  h i s  
shoulders  were  para l le l  wi th  the  muddy ground tha t  sur rounded  the  
hole .  Af te r  peer ing  a t  the  b lanke t  of  haze ,  he  l i f t ed  the  r i f l e  
f rom h is  s ide ,  ba lanced  the  bar re l  on  the  ground,  and  f i red  a  shot  
in to  noth ingness .  He looked  around and  s lowly  c rouched  back  down 
in to  the  t rench .  
Af te r  a  br ie f  hes i ta t ion ,  he  ga thered  h i s  r i f l e  in to  ready  
pos i t ion ,  and  popped  h i s  head  up  above  ground l eve l .  Jus t  then  
someth ing  caught  the  corner  of  h i s  eye .  a  ch i l l  passed  through 
h i s  body as  he  moved h i s  head  s lowly  toward  h i s  l e f t ,  and  then  
looked  up .  I t  was  a  man,  the  enemy,  s tanding  near  h im.  The  
in t ruder  jus t  s tood  there  a t  the  edge  of  the  t rench ,  mouth  opened ,  
eyes  bugged  and  h i s  gun  po in ted  s t ra igh t  a t  J im.  J im 's  gun  
po in ted  s t ra igh t  up  a t  the  s t ranger ,  as  wel l ,  whi le  h i s  f inger  
res ted  l imp on  the  t r igger .  A s t i l l  por t ra i t  of  pan ic ,  
wai t ing . . . .  Suddenly  the  s i l en t  scene  was  sha t te red  by  a  gunshot  
tha t  s t i l l  echoed  in  J im 's  bra in .  The  s t ranger  fe l l  in to  the  
t rench  next  to  h im.  Confus ion  f i l l ed  h is  mind .  F ina l ly  he  looked  
up  and  saw Doug Samsel ,  h i s  company commander ,  s tanding  there ,  and  
he  rea l ized  tha t  Doug had  shot  the  in t ruder .  
Doug began  to  ye l l ,  "Ret rea t !  Re t rea t !  They ' re  c los ing  in  
on  us !"  
J im looked  down a t  the  man ly ing  awkwardly  a t  the  bot tom of  
the  muddy t rench .  He watched  the  b lood  soak  th rough the  man ' s  
d ingy ,  g rey  uni form and  loosen  the  mud tha t  was  d r ied  to  the  
mater ia l .  He caught  one  l as t  g lance  a t  the  man ' s  face  as  he  began  
c l imbing  ou t  of  the  t rench ,  a  face  not  un l ike  h i s ,  bu t  
J im jumped to  h i s  fee t ,  and  then  sa t  r igh t  back  down.  He 
rea l ized  tha t  an  approaching  t ra in  had  in te r rup ted  h i s  
subconsc ious  e f for t  to  re l ive  tha t  o ld ,  fami l ia r  scene .  The  
ra i l road  bank  began  to  t remble  benea th  h im,  as  the  t ra in ' s  engine  
passed  by .  Af te r  watch ing  the  t ra in  head  eas tward  un t i l  i t  was  
absorbed  by  the  c loudless  sky ,  he  c l imbed to  the  top  of  the  
ra i l road  bank  and  headed  down the  road  toward  town.  
A th in  shadow fo l lowed the  t a l l ,  bearded  man as  he  walked  
s lowly  toward  the  sunse t .  The  cool  au tumn wind  pene t ra ted  h i s  
th ick  f lanne l  sh i r t  re f resh ing  h im even  though h i s  sk in  formed 
mi l l ions  of  t iny  bumps .  As  he  approached  the  edge  of  town,  no t  
fa r  f rom h is  home,  the  f ragrance  of  burn ing  leaves  f i l l ed  h is  
nos t r i l s .  When he  f ina l ly  reached  h i s  smal l  yard ,  he  no t iced  the  
sun  had  d i sappeared  and  tha t  the  only  l igh t  in  the  sky  came f rom a  
few orange  c louds  tha t  had  absorbed  the  presence  of  the  now absent  
sun .  As  he  s tood  a t  the  f ron t  of  the  o ld  whi te  house ,  he  rea l ized  
tha t  the  pa in  of  the  dying  day  had  l e f t  h im.  
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J im en te red  through the  wooden  f ron t  door  and  immedia te ly  sa t  
down on  the  reuphols te red  couch ,  jus t  ins ide .  As  he  began  to  pul l  
o f f  h i s  boots ,  h i s  mother  rushed  in  f rom the  k i tchen .  He d ropped  
h i s  boot  and  spoke  qu ick ly ,  "Mom,  what  a re  you  doing  here?"  
" I  jus t  thought  I ' d  s top  and  say  h i ,  and  maybe  s t ra igh ten  up  
a  l i t t l e , "  she  sa id  as  she  pu l led  up  a  cha i r  and  sa t  down d i rec t ly  
in  f ron t  of  h im.  
"Wel l ,  I  have  to  make  d inner .  You ' re  welcome to  jo in  me.  
I 'm not  sure  I  have  tha t  much to  of fe r ,  bu t . . . . "  
"You don ' t  have  to , "  she  in te r rup ted ,  " I  brought  over  some of  
my homemade  vege tab le  soup .  I t ' s  on  the  s tove  r igh t  now."  
"Sounds  good ."  
S i lence  f i l l ed  the  smal l  modes t ly  furn ished  room,  and  whi le  
J im examined  h i s  mother ' s  f ra i l  and  aged  face ,  she  repea ted ly  
tapped  her  f ingers  on  the  arms  of  the  v iny l  cha i r  and  cont inua l ly  
looked  a round the  room.  He watched  her  ca re fu l ly  as  she  moved her  
hands  f rom the  arm of  the  cha i r  and  fo lded  them in  her  l ap .  Af te r  
fak ing  a  yawn,  she  looked  a t  J im 's  face  and  began  to  speak ,  
ca re fu l  no t  to  meet  h i s  eyes .  
"Are  you  s t i l l  working  a t  the  t ra i le r  fac tory?"  
"No,  I  was  l a id  of f  aga in  l as t  week .  Things  a re  going  k ind  
of  s low,  bu t  Mr .  Mul l ins  seems to  th ink  tha t  they ' l l  need  me 
before  the  week  i s  over . "  
"But  why—why do  you  l ive  l ike  th i s?  You know as  wel l  as  I  
do  tha t  you  have  the  po ten t ia l  to  make  i t  in  th i s  wor ld .  There ,  I  
sa id  i t . "  
"May so ,  bu t  what  the  Hel l  does  i t  mat te r  the  way I  l ive?  We 
jus t  l ive  and  we d ie  anyway and  no  one  g ives  a  damn.  Bes ides ,  I 'm 
conten t . "  
"That ' s  f ine ,  bu t  why no t  t ake  advantage  of  the  governments ' s  
o f fe r  to  pay  for  your  co l lege?"  
"But  Mom,  who needs  i t . . . . "  
"But ,  I  a lways  thought  you  would  go  on  to  co l lege  when you  
go t  back  f rom the  war .  I  th ink  I  unders tand  why you  d idn ' t  a t  
f i r s t ,  bu t  i t ' s  been  two years  and  I  fee l  i t ' s  t ime for  you  to  go  
on  wi th  your  l i fe . "  
"That ' s  the  po in t ,  I  am go ing  on  wi th  my l i fe .  My l i fe—not  
yours .  Col lege  was  your  p lan ,  no t  mine .  I  know people  who have  
spent  the i r  prec ious  l ives  working  and  worry ing  about  bu i ld ing  up  
the i r  bus iness ,  and  before  they  know,  they  a re  o ld  and  no t  anymore  
conten t  than  they  were  before , "  s ta ted  J im.  
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The room had  grown dark .  The  on ly  l igh t  was  tha t  of  a  smal l ,  
b rass  lamp s i t t ing  in  the  corner  of  the  room.  J im watched  h i s  
mother  s tand  up  and  push  the  cha i r  back  across  the  s l ick  wooden  
f loor  to  i t s  or ig ina l  pos i t ion .  He t r i ed  to  see  her  express ion ,  
bu t  could  no t  because  i t  was  guarded  by  a  shadow.  Whi le  h i s  eyes  
cont inued  to  f igh t  the  shadow,  she  spoke  sof t ly ,  " I 'm sor ry ,  wel l ,  
no  I 'm—I f ina l ly  sa id  what  I ' ve  been  want ing  to  say ,  now I  guess  
I  be t te r  go ."  
J im t r ied  to  speak  bu t  no th ing  came ou t  as  he  watched  h i s  
mother ,  wi th  her  head  lowered ,  walk  down the  shor t  ha l lway and  
in to  the  l igh ted  k i tchen .  She  s topped  a t  the  s tove ,  jus t  ins ide  
the  en t ryway,  and  began  to  s t i r  the  soup .  Af te r  pounding  the  
spoon on  the  edge  of  the  sauce  pan  and  p lac ing  i t  on  the  counter ,  
she  looked  back  towards  J im,  wi thout  l i f t ing  her  eyes ,  hes i ta ted ,  
and  then  walked  ou t  the  back  door .  
Af te r  J im had  f in i shed  a  smal l  bowl  of  the  homemade  soup ,  he  
went  to  h i s  bedroom,  undressed  and  c rawled  be tween  the  co ld  shee ts  
for  the  n igh t .  S leep  came upon h im ins tan t ly ,  bu t  as  qu ick ly  as  
i t  had  come,  i t  faded  away wi th  the  darkened  morning ,  and  he  awoke  
to  the  l igh t  p i t t e r -pa t te r  of  r a in  aga ins t  the  roof .  
Af te r  J im pul led  on  a  pa i r  of  faded  jeans  and  an  o ld  f lanne l  
sh i r t ,  he  grabbed  an  apple  and  headed  ou t  the  f ron t  door .  As  he  
s tood  in  the  yard ,  the  ra in  became mis t  and  h i s  face  t ing led  as  i t  
h i t .  He then  headed  ou t  of  town toward  h i s  favor i te  spot  on  the  
ra i l road  bank .  As  he  walked  a long ,  he  cont inua l ly  looked  up  a t  
the  sky  tha t  covered  h im l ike  a  grey  t a rp .  When he  f ina l ly  
reached  the  ra i l road  bank ,  the  mis t  tu rned  to  ra in  and  J im sa t  
down on  the  wet  weeds .  He watched  the  ra in  dr ip  f rom the  a lmos t  
bare  t rees  and  a l l  of  na ture  seemed c leansed .  As  the  ra in  fe l l ,  
J im fe l t  as  though the  hopes  of  mankind  had  been  res tored  and  tha t  
th i s  newness ,  as  wel l  as  the  sweet  a roma f rom the  wet  l eaves ,  
would  l as t  forever .  
Suddenly  he  heard  the  thunder  of  an  approaching  t ra in .  He 
could  no t  see  i t  but  f e l t  i t s  presence .  F ina l ly  the  t ra in  broke  
th rough the  haze ,  and  as  the  engines  ro l led  by  in  f ron t  of  h im,  he  
watched  the  b lack  smoke  c l imb through the  ra in  to  the  sky .  The  
t ra in ' s  exhaus t  began  to  f i l l  the  a i r  and  k i l l  the  f ragrance  of  
the  wet  l eaves .  
J im watched  the  res t  of  the  t ra in  go  by ,  and  when i t  passed ,  
he  s tood  up  wi th  h i s  wet  c lo thes  s tuck  to  h is  sk in  and  headed  back  
toward  town.  As  he  walked  a long ,  the  c louds  began  to  d iv ide  and  
the  sun  peaked  th rough for  the  f i r s t  t ime in  the  day .  Al though 
h i s  c lo thes  began  to  dry  as  he  en te red  town,  h i s  legs  i t ched  f rom 
the  damp jeans  rubbing  aga ins t  h i s  sk in .  
As  J im cont inued  to  walk ,  he  watched  the  f lu f fy ,  whi te  c louds  
move  cons is ten t ly  across  the  sky .  Al though he  wai ted  for  i t  to  
reso lve ,  the  c louds  seemed to  parade  endless ly  in to  the  unknown.  
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Frus t ra t ion  f i l l ed  h is  mind ,  fo r  he  couldn ' t  comprehend  someth ing  
wi thout  a  conc lus ion .  
As  he  walked  a long  in  the  f resh ,  au tumn breeze  tha t  l i f t ed  
the  ha i r  of f  h i s  back ,  he  no t iced  Mr.  Hoffer ,  the  only  reverend  in  
town,  rak ing  leaves  in  h i s  yard  r igh t  next  to  the  church .  Mr .  
Hoffer  had  spo t ted  J im a l so ,  and  wi th  h i s  arm ex tended ,  began  to  
mot ion  for  J im to  come over .  As  J im walked  toward  h im,  he  began  
to  examine  the  man ' s  fu l l  grey  beard  and  round ,  happy cheeks .  
F ina l ly  J im gree ted  the  man.  "Hi  Reverend  Hoffer ,  how a re  you  
doing?"  
"Jus t  wonder fu l ,  how about  yourse l f . "  
" I 'm hanging  in  there , "  rep l ied  J im.  
S i lence  ru led  the  conversa t ion  ear ly ,  and  the  o ld  reverend ,  
l ean ing  h i s  s tubby  body aga ins t  h i s  rake ,  qu ick ly  engrossed  
h imse l f  in  the  p leasan tness  of  the  au tumn day ,  whi le  J im,  who was  
swi tch ing  h i s  weight  f rom s ide  to  s ide ,  explored  the  reverend ' s  
sof t ,  b loodshot  eyes .  F ina l ly ,  the  reverend  broke  the  s i lence  
wi th  a  s ta tement .  "We 've  missed  you  in  church  l a te ly . "  
"Wel l ,  I ' ve  been  k ind  of  busy ."  
"Jus t  want  you  to  know tha t  i t ' s  a lways  a  p leasure  see ing  you  
there . "  
"Thanks ,  uh—I be t te r  l e t  you  ge t  back  to  your  rak ing ,"  sa id  
J  im.  
"Okay,  i t ' s  been  n ice  ta lk ing  to  you  aga in ."  
"Yah,  you  too ,  reverend .  You t ake  care  now,"  sa id  J im as  he  
s ta r ted  to  walk  away.  
"Al l  r igh t  J im,  God b less . "  
J im walked  a long  toward  home th ink ing  of  the  conversa t ion  he  
jus t  had .  He thought  about  the  reverend  and  how mys te r ious ly  wise  
he  a lways  seemed,  now more  than  ever .  The  reverend  was  more  
joyfu l  and  conten t  than  any  o ther  man J im had  ever  known.  Was  i t  
h i s  be l ie f  in  tha t  God of  h i s?  J im thought  tha t  i t  might  be  the  
reverend ' s  fa l se  hope  of  an  a f te r - l i fe  in  some parad ise  or  heaven .  
Did  the  reverend  know someth ing  he  d idn ' t ,  o r  d id  he  jus t  th ink  he  
d id?  
As  J im en te red  the  dry ,  dead  grass  of  h i s  yard ,  he  rea l ized  
tha t  h i s  hands  and  face  were  co ld ,  and  tha t  the  sun  was  touching  
the  ra i l road  bank  by  h i s  house ,  eager  to  s l ip  behind  i t .  Af te r  
ea t ing  another  supper  ou t  of  the  baked  bean  can  and  watch ing  a  
l i t t l e  te lev is ion ,  he  went  to  bed  fee l ing  re l ieved  tha t  another  
day  had  gone  qu ick ly  by .  
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Suddenly ,  in  the  middle  of  the  n igh t ,  h i s  bed  began  to  shake ,  
and  he  was  awakened  f rom a  deep  s leep .  Then  the  whole  house  began  
to  t remble .  In  the  d i s tance ,  he  heard  the  t ra in ' s  whis t le  b low,  
sha t te r ing  the  s t i l lness  of  the  n igh t .  Fear  touched  h i s  mind  l ike  
bare  sk in  aga ins t  f rozen  meta l .  He pu l led  h i s  covers  over  h i s  
head  and  ro l led  up  in to  a  ba l l  as  the  t ra in  passed  by .  
Troy  Kidder  
the  wake  j ip  
so  t i red ,  so  very  t i red  
in  fac t  fa r  beyond the  mere  boundar ies  of  t i red  
th i s  i s  a  head  th robbing  fee l ing  
a  f rame c rush ing  fee l ing  
dea th  on  toas t  
feeb le  th in  coa ted  f ragments  of  personhood 
the  hazy  ha l f  shaded  unrea l i ty  of  i t  a l l  
grav i ty  works  over t ime 
to  draw our  foo l i sh  hero  to  the  f loor  
who humbly  avows . . .  
to  ge t  more  s leep  
Kur t  Knuth  
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METAMORPHOSIS 
Leaves  change  wardrobes  
on ly  a t  the  expense  of  l eav ing  the i r  homes .  
Ca te rp i l la rs  change  homes  
on ly  by  l eav ing  the i r  wardrobes .  
Chameleons  change  co lor  
when they  need  to  run  and  h ide .  
I  run  and  h ide  
when I  t ry  to  escape  change .  
Susan  Plumb 
Carefu l  
Smi le  wi th  your  eyes .  
Carefu l ,  don ' t  l e t  them see .  
Being  cheer fu l  may be  a  l i e ,  
But  do  they  want  the  rea l  me?  
They  can ' t  handle  the  fears  
I  leave  on  my mind ' s  she l f  
Because  i t ' s  jus t  a  mir ror  
of  what  i s  ins ide  the i r  se lves .  
Beth  McAhren  
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Love at first sight— 
Some say that it's true. 
I tend to disagree, 
For mine, slowly, grew. 
It began as a dawning, 
Merest whisper of light. 
Still somehow it spread 
Sure, increasingly bright. 
Time erased vagueness, 
Each moment more clear. 
Suddenly—understanding, 
Left—only one fear. 
Only one cloud to conquer 
On the verge of bright day... 
Now he knows that I love him,. 
What will he say? 
Cami House 
poetry 2 
to respect anything I wrote 
without it losing its flavor over time -
the songs, the poems(?), the nonsense sense, 
they've lost their meaning, lost their rhyme. 
there is half the world inside of me 
dying to make history 
but the mind knows more than the words will say 
it comes out trite, its just that way. 
and now I've proved it once again, 
my brain is better than my pen. 
the emotion was good, the idea fine, 
another verse I'm ashamed to sign. 
Kurt Knuth (sigh...) 
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Flung madly into a whirlwind of confusion, 
I close my eyes in denial, and 
Cut off the Light of my Survivor 
And hope of existence. 
I cry because I am lost 
I cry because I cannot see 
because I cannot find You. 
But I do not open my eyes, 
And if I did, 
I would see that through the dust and grit 
Is a fiercely burning Light-
My way of escape, through that which He knows we cannot bear. 
But, I continue to fight with my eyes closed 
And I scream out frantically into the darkness. 
I am frustrated and confused. 
I see you no more. 
I become more blind and yet even more determined and stubborn 
To get through this on my own, 
To stay this way. 
I care no more, 
For I can see nothing to care about. 
And because of my decision to close my eyes against your fire, 
I lose contact with you and others. 
I am cold, 
Yet I make no effort to create heat. 
So I am caught up on this raging circle 
Until through patience and love 
You gently pull me out into calmness 
And receive me as your own, 




SEASON OF DREAMS 
snowing. 
Mon. 
No classes today. School's closed. Snowing. Roads blanketed 
with undulating, bleached wool. Trees heavy with overcoats of 
purest white. A Currier & Ives reborn. Gorgeous. The world 
outside is still, hushed in the deep, silent snow. Children 
excited- Megan impossible. She wants to make a snow-puppy and 
take it for a walk. Persistent child. "Please mommy, Please." 
Can't open door, Megan, too much snow. Sorry doggy. 
April says she wants to go to school. Hates snow. Thinks 
it's cold and ugly. Also finds it difficult to tan in February. 
The price of beauty, i guess. says she's going tomorrow for sure. 
Misses friends. (Boys) We'll see, April. 
He is angry again. Slamming tools between deep, deliberate, 
sighs. Something about the car. I guess it won't start. 
Probably needs gas. But, why worry? Can't go anywhere anyway. 
Maybe the snow will soften his temperment? Must clean closet. 
Dust to dust. Work, work, work. 
Tues. 
Still snowing, but much colder. Bitter, naked cold. 
Blizzard warnings echoed. "STAY INSIDE." Not so gorgeous any 
more. Cloudy. Dark. Winter as April sees it. Enormous drifting 
mounds of white, blowing snow still gather. Records shattered. 
No school for awhile- sorry, April. I wonder if my students are 
as excited as I? 
Read today. Hemingway. The Man .and ±he -££A. One of his 
better writings. Concrete. He uses concrete images and earthly 
humans. Writes well. Can be boring though, but life, too, can be 
boring. Must enjoy. Relax. 
He is feeling better now. He too enjoys this unexpected 
break, but nothing said! House cold. Must grade papers. Keep 
busy. Time enough. Incentive lacking. Snow hypnotizes. 
Tues. (eve.) 
And for forty days and forty nights it rained snow. A flood 
of indifference swept the land. And we forgot. And it snowed. 
And we, like children, played and created in our own image. And 
it snowed. And we forgot. And all who were are no longer. And 




Snow s topped .  Clouds  gone .  Cold .  Very  Cold .  Al l  qu ie t ,  
s t i l l ,  s i l en t .  Kids  in  bed;  my deares t  husband  s leeps .  Perchance  
to  dream? Johnny Carson  bor ing ,  (what  does  h i s  Cal i forn ia  know of  
snow?)  so  I  wr i te .  We a re  snowed in .  Ten  mi les  f rom town and  
t rapped .  Roads  f looded-  won ' t  be  c leared  for  days .  Must  s i t  
t igh t  and  en joy .  Might  even  be  good for  us .  
I  love  the  ca lm of  n igh t .  Grandpa  whispers  in  h i s  du l l ,  
s teady  vo ice-  t i ck- tock- t ick- tock . . .  Grandpa  reminds  me of  
Hemingway-  t ed ious ;  theme never  changes .  Even  Romeo and  Ju l ie t  
s leep .  They  a re  sa fe ,  immersed  wi th in  the i r  doggy-dreams.  I  
wonder :  do  dogs  dream? I  dream of  my sprawl ing ,  sun l i t  house-
grand  p iano ,  French  doors ,  a i ry  space lessness ,  whi te  fu rn i ture ,  no  
c lu t te r .  I  walk  the  swinging  br idge  f rom house  to  beach-  no  t ime  
tab le ,  no  hur ry ,  no  des t ina t ion .  The  sun  ba thes  house  and  soul .  
I  d r i f t  in  warmth ,  on ly  to  awaken  to  howl ing  wind  and  snow,  snow,  
snow.  Wel l ,  deares t ,  darkes t ,  deepes t  n igh t ,  I  b id  thee  adeau ,  
s leep  ca l l s .  Good n igh t .  
Sun .  (eve . )  
Had church  in  l iv ing  room th i s  morning .  Should  do  so  a lways .  
Sermon on  love .  Also  read  Bib le .  Serv ice  very  good.  Megan  
opened  in  prayer :  "Deares t  Lord  Jesus ,  thank-you  for  mommy and  
daddy and  even  Apr i l ,  and  forg ive  her  when she  i s  mean to  me and  
doesn ' t  p lay  wi th  me;  and  thank-you  for  Ju l ie t  and  Romeo,  and  he lp  
Romeo to  p lease  s top  going  to  the  ba throom on  mommy's  cha i r ;  and  
most  o f  a l l  thank-you  for  the  snow,  and  p lease  make  mommy and  
daddy l e t  me go  ou ts ide  to  make  a  snow-puppy.  Amen."  Thank-you  
Megan.  You b r ing  warmth  and  embrac ing  to le rance  to  a  co ld  season .  
In  your  eyes  l i fe  i s  a  warm snow puppy.  I f  on ly  you  could  remain  
four  and  a  ha l f  forever .  So  innocent .  So  lov ing .  F lee ,  my 
deares t  ch i ld :  r ide  in to  Your  d reams,  fo r  adul t  dreams fade  to  
n ightmares .  A b l ind ,  unhear ing  wor ld  awai t s  you .  
Apr i l ,  my e ldes t  ch i ld ,  you  have  met  the  wor ld ,  and  I  worry .  
You a re  s ix teen  in  a  wor ld  enve loped  in  ha te .  Frag i le ,  gen t le  
Apr i l ,  I  remember  the  day  you  came home f rom school  wi th  your  
f r iend  announcing ,  "This  i s  Myron ,  and  he  i s  going  to  l ive  wi th  us  
because  h i s  mommy and  daddy f igh t  too  much."  Poor  Myron .  Apr i l ,  
you  see  o thers  hur t  and  fee l  the i r  pa in .  And,  i t  i s  for  a l l  the  
pa in  you  have  ye t  to  fee l  tha t  I  weep .  Yet  s leep  now,  my e ldes t  
daughter ,  fo r  the  snow i s  our  sh ie ld ,  our  wal l  f rom the  wor ld .  
Mon.  
Coldes t  day  ye t .  Bi t te r  co ld .  Br i l l an t  sun .  The  i rony  of  
na ture .  House  empty .  Everyone  ou t  in  th i s  ocean  of  snow.  
Michae l  i s  a t tempt ing  to  uncover  the  dr ive  and  Apr i l  and  Megan a re  
making  snow-puppies .  Apr i l  bored .  Condescending  to  l i t t l e  
s i s te r .  I  am cooking  ton ight ' s  meal .  Chicken .  Food i s  running  
low.  Freezer  depths  darkening .  Must  ge t  to  s tore .  Maybe  we  
should  sk i l  Should  be  dug  ou t  by  tomorrow.  Cabin  fever .  Try  to  
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relax. Enjoy! 
Break refreshing. Read mostly. Steinbeck. Very good 
writer. Writes of emotions, simple, disturbing emotions. What he 
says is good, but how he says it is even better. That's how it is 
with life. No one really cares what is said as long as it is said 
well. After all, there is nothing new under the sun. Oh well, 
chicken calls. 
Mon. (One Year Later) 
Winter, like night, is cold and dark, and white snow buries 
the yellowed leaf as indifferent, grasping death, with small, bent 
fingers, reaching stupidly into spring, becomes real. Winter is 
cruel, like a dead child, half-naked, blood-iced, white, lying 
lifeless upon a half-formed snow-puppy. Winter is cold and dark 
and the ebb of misunderstanding gathers in her gust. 
Sun. (Forty years later) 
It is winter. Cold. Calm. It snows. White upon white. 
Covering. Forgetting. I am old: white hair, sagging face, bent 
back, stooped in time. A generation goes and a generation comes, 
the sun also rises and sets, and into its place it fades, and 
hastens there to rise again. 
Today Megan and I strolled from the swinging bridge to the 
sandy-white beach- no time table, no hurry, no destination. We 
are bathed by glimmering sunlight, drifting in peaceful warmth. 




As white as pure can be 
the dress hangs in the closet 
covered in plastic 
waiting 
the elastic garter of pale blue ribbon 
trimmed in lace 
sits on the dresser 
waiting 
the thick band of gold 
to be slipped on his finger 




feeling dark with fear 
cowering from the unknown 
crouching in the shadowy corner of my soul 
crying in the blackness of the night. 
Tis the night before 
I shall lose myself. 
Lost to the facade 
of the virgin's dress 
the blue garter 
the exchanged rings 
lost to his identity. 
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